The Three Hour Lady 


Chapter 1 


Sedentary this hour like a rodent in a bird’s talons, and with 
body cramped and aching a pinch, he woke up suddenly 
sweating profusely--or as profuse as a Korean was wont to do 
with a couple briny sweat beads defying gravity by remaining 
inert on his forehead. For a second, slowly coming out of 
sleep, he half-thought of himself as a bacterium in the 
intestines of an archaeopteryx, but whether he, the germ, was 
symbiotic or detrimental to the macrocosm in the dream he 
could not say, nor would he want to know any more than a 
man would want to know that the best thing he could possibly 
do for the environment would be to suffocate himself in one of 
the plastic bags that accompanied all the commercial 
transactions of his life. 


It was a queer thing to think this, he half-thought with 
rational understanding still submerged in subconscious 
undertows, but considering the fact that a passenger in front 
of him was coughing and sneezing, and that a larger entity was 
always its own biome to which, if the plane were an organism, 
the smaller parasites would shape, to some degree, the 
appetites, attitudes, and disposition of the larger, it was not, 
he supposed, all that odd; besides, here it was late February of 
2020 and some type of virus was now circulating around East 
Asia. He put his hand on his forehead. No, there was no fever, 
and he felt alright. In boyhood he had always perspired from 
nightmares, and the same was true in adulthood when rare 
nightmares came upon him. What were those nightmares 
usually about, he importuned the self, but the self knew all 
along: it was usually fear of failure. This one was different. 


There was some sense of apprehension in being crammed into 
in this tossed metal can with these strangers, and it mixed 
with his natural apprehension about trying to fit into family the 
way in the evening he would no doubt try to fit into pyjama 
bottoms that had been bought for him when he was a senior in 


high school—this he thought if there really was a was or was a 
he when even atoms decomposed into isotopes. If the only 
thing that existed was that which existed permanently, the 
only chance of actually being was if in a thousand years hence 
in the peeling or slicing into space-time there was a discovery 
of this alter-ego of himself, Yohan, lurking erect like a popup in 
the pages of a children's book. Were this to happen he 
imagined that he would be more an impression than an actual 
essence. But now he was the simulation of essence in this belly 
of a Korean Airline flight, a germ amongst germs, heading into 
an area that was being hit hard by a novel coronavirus from 
China. 


Not that assessing himself to be a germ amongst germs 
entirely contravened more sanguine self-appraisals. His was 
the ruse that made him believe in the unalterable beauty of the 
so alterable flesh, that which he knew could only gain 
permanent sheen from inner kindness and ingenuousness that 
he did not possess. But he too was myopic; he too tripped over 
his own feet; he too could be enamoured by this illusion, 
especially when he was not alone in doing so. Yes, a man did 
get through his days by self-deception (but a woman-- his wife, 
for example-- did too, he thought, in assuming family existed 
forever even though it replaced her previous sense of family). 
Much that was superficially true and inherently erroneous was 
gleaned from favorable glances at mirrors and photographs, 
and by examining the possible reasons for the many favorable 
and the few unfavorable countenances of those whom he 
interacted with (those who did not like him usually envious 
visages and all more than mirrors reflecting him in their 
luminous orbs). 


The sense of who he was was skewed by a much appreciated, 
genuinely handsome, spurious image duping him into ever 
more refined illusions of grandeur, self-apotheosis, and a 
mistaken belief that because so many liked him, this smiling 
deity was a benevolent force when nothing could be further 
from the truth. It was these grandiose contrivances that, at 
any rate, delivered a man from more incapacitating bed-ridden 
states in which sense of failure from a spate of mishaps 
became a fever--not that a fever was necessarily so bad as it 
killed infection as scorched earth ultimately destroyed 
Napoleon’s army ridding that affliction. Fervid inward sallies 


and conflagrations ultimately routed remnant enemy 
combatants of the fray, allowing him to live in his lies more 
comfortably and escape bouts of depression. 


Chapter 2 


No, he told himself, surely his nightmare was not so much 
engendered out of angst about being on a flight during an 
epidemic, even though his father, in undue concern, told him 
that as one death should not be inception for more he should 
not return; nor, he surmised, did it have anything to do with 
thinking that she had died from it—she was old and he knew 
that there was some degree organ failure involved. Well, he 
thought again, perhaps, with the uncertainty of knowing 
anything absolutely (the subconscious/unconscious realms 
being reservoirs of uncertainty), it was a combination of the 
two, and his tempestuous repose was driven by a fever not of 
angst of the germ but of the germ itself. Anyhow, it seemed 
craven and unmanly of him to make a cursory dismissal of her 
as “having lived a full, completed life” and then dropping the 
memory of her into the pit of his thoughts, while worrying 
inordinately that he, who wasn’t a spring chicken himself, and 
had no particular attributes or gifts to share to the world 
outside of remnant youthful comeliness, had a right to 
immortality. 


He told himself that he did not care if he had contracted it or 
had a fever now; he told himself that his only fever came from 
sitting uncomfortably seat-belted half the time because of 
turbulence, in this entity, trying, beyond the corner of one eye, 
to be polite enough not to look at the knees, let alone the 
thighs, of the passenger next to him whilst hungering for 
pleasure, exertion, dominion, and flesh, and to ease the 
tickling amorous sensation percolating over him. This was his 
only fever: being subjected to one of the gods of this artificial 
construct of modern society, belted and civilized, and 
repressing natural instinct. This, he said to himself, was the 
only torture, the only fever, the man-god had. But the mind 
was undisciplined and that which he told himself did not 
warrant concern concerned him most. He had whored around 
in the hordes of Bangkok more than most whoremongers, and 
he could have picked it up anywhere. He put his hand on his 


forehead once again, and once again, he did not sense it as 
inordinately warm. 


He thought of how the demise of a great aunt for most men 
would certainly not by volition necessitate a trip back home to 
attend the services let alone thrust them into grief; and if they 
thought that they would inherit from loss—any loss, it would 
be a time of mirth instead of perennial depression like that he 
was now feeling at having a large part of the foundation of his 
life suddenly pulled out from him. She might be a vacuous 
container soon to be incinerated but, metaphorically, he was 
being interred into the ground fully conscious and alive. This 
was proof, he thought, that he was not totally bereft of human 
sympathies. People, not many that was true, entered his life 
meaningfully and became part of it. No, he told himself, he 
was not such a bad guy nor, as evidenced in flying here, was 
he culpable for ingratitude when she had funded his education 
at a prep school after his father floundered financially in both 
stock market and his sports club and tennis court that never 
got off the ground. 


He admired how throughout her life she had always been like 
an abandoned ship drifting aimlessly out there in the vast 
space of endless waves, a proud, redoubtable forward- moving 
hull. If lost, the ship not looking so, and as a mortal entity, 
never succumbing to the eternal lure of religion unlike other 
family members with their proclivity for Christianity. This was 
his reason for his return: to say goodbye to her. He had never 
done anything like this before. Would he be smelling the 
burning flesh? Would it smell any worse than the tuna fish 
smell of a woman un-douched? He could tolerate that if it 
enhanced and purged him of his appetites, so surely he could 
stand this as well. 


Sure there would be a plethora of platitudes. She would be, in 
their shallow estimations as they could not redeem her flesh, 
going to a better world (even the Buddhist ceremony would 
reflect Christian wishes, as an afterlife was the prevailing 
myth)--with no understanding of how man’s sentience differed 
from a pig, or why the most murderous and destructive animal, 
the human animal, was entitled to an animal-less heaven that 
was not a pig-sty. The stink of the gullible were everywhere. 
Not that he, a hustling man should dislike the gullible. His 


perennial studies of Bangkok pussies had to be supported by 
his parents, and hustling was like any job. It was labour 
intensive. Was he really so bad, he asked himself. What was 
bad? It was a word used by those soured on a particular taste 
—the envious who tired from yearning for that which they 
envied and could never procure, and the bored who needed 
some new preoccupation while incarcerated in mortal frames. 


Chapter 3 


A bombing, criminal as it was short term, was more like a 
burst of flatulence and afterwards molecules dissipated and 
the air became clean--the putative criminal, by setting off such 
a bomb, maligned for a brief time before being lionized in the 
years-- while efforts to achieve his purge would be as futile as 
the innocuous inimical spraying of insecticide on populations 
of ants, for a smaller species that had been overlooked would 
ultimately gain hegemony and nothing would essentially 
change. It was just a restructuring of energy and matter in 
matter that could become energy and energy that could 
become matter. If there were such a destructive/creative man 
seated passively here with all the others (he was not the man, 
or was in essence, but was without the skills to become such), 
his act would be as innocuous as a summer breeze for 
whatever stir it caused at the moment. 


No sooner had he asked himself why he was thinking this, then 
he segued into ruminations of not wanting another woman in 
his life, and then sensed himself looking askance, spying 
laterally on those legs, fixated mostly on the thighs. She was a 
homely but youthful creature (lust being fuelled exclusively by 
the combination of youth and beauty except when a man really 
needed to erupt and then either without the other would 
suffice. Young, she was, but not a sleeping beauty, not that his 
comeliness was chiselled in marble—age and waning beauty 
were upon him like a rapist on its victim to purge itself of 
worse Savagery, or a virus hijacking cells of these Korean 
organisms, cleansing the nation mostly of the old rot. But as 
old rot would include his great aunt he became rueful of his 
thought—thought, however, like a virus, coming in and taking 
over a man more than it materialized at the summons of his 
magic wand. 


Suddenly, the sign of “Fasten Your Seatbelt” turned off, and he 
went into the toilet. 


He looked at this virile, comely presence—ingredients of the 
man with a pinch of youthful innocence reflected from the 
mirror. He was the good, he told himself. He was the smiling 
visage, a respite for those who witnessed it as it was for he 
who projected it for it deflected mundane concerns, and the 
pool of his kindly eyes had the azure and sheen that was meant 
to be dived into on a hot day. He was appearance and not 
substance, and this was what they wanted. 


He slapped some water on his face and then left. Then he 
stood outside the lavatory for a few minutes. Yes, they were all 
bacteria in the guts of this prehistoric bird of tremulous 
torque. The thing weltered again and the “Fasten your 
seatbelt” sign, fiat of light, returned again making the antsy 
restless and the restless antsy. He returned to his seat. 
Restrained as he was, he watched the flight attendants move 
about with their meals, not knowing that they themselves were 
ambulatory meat in the perceptions of most of their male 
passengers, and males not recognizing that they themselves 
were manipulated like puppets by these instincts for pleasure 
and release as though without sensations these senseless 
beings would leave the world barren. Manipulative they were, 
exacting emotional, intellectual, and physical scaffoldings of 
selfish beings in larger extensions of self that were impossible 
to maintain even with one woman successfully, let alone five or 
six, but this prurient takeover of thought was what it was and 
he attracted them like honey to flies. But, he told himself, if 
they who saw something exceptionally comely were so willing, 
and so gullible, to succumb to these escapist misperceptions, it 
was no different than any theatrical performance that gave the 
audience escape from their petty domains. He as a higher 
good did his work only for the credulous; and it did lead to 
multiple women who were multiple complications. This he 
knew all too well. 


He wiped his forehead with his sleeve. Perspiring this way 
was uncharacteristic to his nature, but fomented liquids of life 
sometimes erupt as geysers from fissures in the coolest of 
surfaces, and such a gallant guise of intricate subterfuge was 
fresh and cool on the outside, and so hot and demoralizing 


inwardly, for demeaning it was to be such a failure at 36 and 
compelled to swindle to obtain perennial status as a student in 
that interminable abeyance that had no adult stature; 
demeaning it was to ingratiate himself to Neanderthals, even 
though Neanderthal was within as without, copulative as they 
had been with anything vaguely female and hominid, 
copulative as he himself was with the same--he and homo 
neanderthalensis... nay, he and Homo Erectus the same. 


Chapter 4 


For this whole hour, he thought, he had not even spoken to 
the owner of the legs and thighs—no, the temporary owner, he 
corrected himself, as no woman possessed them for long, 
possessed as they were by feelings of being in love, concrete 
for the foundation of intimate extensions to a man. He had not 
even said hello to her, for he himself had been preoccupied 
briefly in thoughts of his woman and this passenger next to 
him had her eyes closed most of the time. She must have been 
wotried about the ascent, and then presumably, fell quickly 
asleep once the plane moved steadily forward. And if she was 
not dead, she must have been quite tired, he assessed, to 
withdraw from a dandy in a body that was so debonair and 
dazzling as he was. He would have preferred to have been 
given the window seat, but obviously she had reserved it first. 
There she was granted this aerial view, designated this spot, 
seeing nothing, not that she could have seen much beauty 
there when one so refulgent was seated next to her—so he 
assessed, so he ascertained. 


His transgender roommate, Kitaya, had been gracious enough 
to drive him and his three hour lady, as he/she called her, to 
Suvarnabhumi Airport, and afterwards the two embraced 
outside of the roommate’s car leading to full osculation before 
he stepped in alone, wanting to be alone to board the plane 
without looking back. It was quite a kiss and it infected him, 
making his thoughts replete with her. But now the temporary 
possessor of the body interested him, plain as she was but 
salvageable and pardoned by youth. 


He thought of his own sleep. The dream, for whatever 
reason (maybe to get him to relieve himself in the lavatory, 


which he forgot to do when he was there) had been a catalyst 
orchestrated by the brain for that very purpose of impelling 
the awakening, and was also dissolving under the sludge of 
myriad conscious anons more strewn than stacked in 
stratification; and as dreams that triggered wakefulness 
quickly dissipated, they released phantoms of lost selves that 
enveloped consciousness: boys whom he once was. Once 
tangible pulp, they were gossamer spectres now, translucent 
and marginally real, but by their presence, evidence that they 
were extant still, albeit diminished two dimensional constructs 
of the brain. 


And these ingenuous beings once believed that love 
permeated the world around them, and that kindness and 
empathy rather than frenzied pleasure and violence via rape- 
conceptions constituted this estimable emotion, an emotion 
that they believed was the sustenance of life when in fact 
sustenance was killing that was requisite for consumption and 
energy as exploitation was for profit. He recalled a former self, 
a junior high school debater, who wanted to become a human 
rights activist, a younger boy actively saving insects caught 
between screen and sliding window, and a very young 
incarnation of himself having such perspicacious awareness of 
smells of pavement, and telephone poles on a hot summer day, 
desiccated leaves caught and animated in a breeze, and new 
growth of verdant grasses after a rain. Being alive was love 
back then, and he remembered how he ran with such joy when 
the ice cream truck came by playing its tune, and how he 
really loved his parents and brother so fully and thought that 
family would last forever. The memories were, he judged, rare 
paroxysms of life as a boy sees it and as it should be seen. And 
these specters which were once tangible pulp were buried 
under such sediment of more recent memories, more recent 
nows, and their burial so deep into himself put cold tremulous 
chills down his spine. 


Chapter 5 


And the small entity of long ago who went under the same 
name of Yohan Ko or Ko Yohan climbed to an upper loft in his 
neighbour’s barn—last night he, an almost middle aged 
student, went to Patpong off Silom Road, went inside one such 


establishment, and walked up the steps to the second story 
(how, he asked himself could he be so old and why with so 
many women wanting him/wanting it for free would he be 
paying for it). There, finding the cat in the hay, he petted it, 
but as he did so, trying to reassure it, he noticed that his 
presence there only terrified it—there, after his shower (they 
required their johns to take a shower) he found her waiting to 
be denuded without the need for caresses, or any of the 
foreplay and protocol that was requisite to cajole an ongoing 
physical relationship with a woman. He embraced the terrified 
animal, stuffed it in part under his coat, and tried to descend 
the loft with it—he kept slamming his body against the lower 
aperture without having to engage in compromised pleasures. 
He had been mistaken in thinking that the cat was stuck up 
there without being able to get back down and that he was the 
means of its salvation--he was mistaken in coming here, not 
that this was his first time, for he had gone if not here, to 
places like it, dozens of times before (this girl with her sad 
countenance seeking deliverance was stuck in her situation 
and it had nothing to do with him, and besides, she needed the 
trade of having a vile monster, a male juggernaut inside her, 
and as he was there it seemed to him having qualms, 
especially at this late juncture, militating against instinct that 
was programed into a man, would be its own sin the way 
helping one person would be an injustice as one would not be 
helping others in need), and yet he raged forth. The years 
raged forth and at various times cats scratched. 


He took off his lightly shaded sunglasses. He did not know 
what excuse he would give his parents for the cut under the 
eye. “A cat did it,” he might say mendaciously, but it would not 
be such a bold lie. There was the possibility that he could just 
leave the sunglasses on the whole time he was there, even in 
every meal that he engaged in with them and the church 
service that he would be obligated to attend (South Korea a 
Christian country in proxy due to these “fucking Americans”). 
After all, it was a time of bereavement. But then he said to 
himself that he did not need to hide anything or give any 
explanation as violence and change that were rife in all beings. 
Why, he told himself, would they care about such a thing when 
a pandemic was ravaging the planet? Alive but not really a 
living entity, a compound but more, this virus, less than a one 
celled organism, having no volition of its own, and yet locking 


onto, commandeering, and forcing the energy and substance of 
a cell to be used exclusively for its own replication, was a well- 
planned battalion. 


God, their “fucking god,” he thought, by their own account, 
created all living organisms in seven days, and as such also 
created the antithesis of life, this viral destruction in the same 
time period. The creator/destroyer-- none of the Bible made 
any sense, and the fact that a man, created in God’s image, 
actually died and rotted like any piece of garbage was enough 
to indict it for fraudulent claims. Oh, but it was the invisible, 
undetectable “soul” that lived on, was it not? “The hell it did,” 
he thought—it was just wishful thinking. 


He did not want to think of these beings of boyhood, any 
more than he did having to suffer in a pew during church 
services. These encroachments of variations of an 
oversensitive inner child, which would never be able to survive 
in the real world of adulthood with its cruelty, indifference, 
and perfunctory responses for all its superficial gloss, was a 
trespassing of the property of man, and to tolerate them was 
so unbecoming for a gentleman hedonist. That he knew. 
Whether these little beings smelled the viands of the stirring of 
conscience or the penetration of illumination, smell they did, 
and they came like hungry little beasts. 


He looked out over the aisle and the passenger-appendages 
around him. Most, but not all, were probably businessmen-- 
but even if they weren't they were, for life itself was a business 
of exchange for survival, and if thriving, they thrived by 
exploitation of others like an ant of an aphid, and whoever was 
not in the business of procuring his life ceased living. Even 
housewives ferreted for money, maintaining capitalistic quests 
and ventures in one form or another as their only raison d’étre 
in this insatiable quest for greater comforts and more security 
within the savage jungle of society. And as everyone was a 
needy parasite attaching itself to a host cell (an organization 
the same as an individual), of course he was no different. Was 
there really, he asked himself, such a moral necessity for him 
to think of himself as opprobrious? For even in the act of 
procuring unearned money, a hustler had to work for it as 
assiduously as any other man. It is true that he didn't actually 
cater to the wealthy by doing a task that would make them 


more affluent, in this activity called "work," but in ways that 
was its own virtue. And now he needed money. 


The great aunt had died and she was the ostensible reason 
why, right now, he was flying into Seoul, at his parents’ 
insistence and expense, but there were myriad underlying 
factors that constituted even this primary impetus. Ulterior 
motives were the rich dynamic of human complexity, and of 
course underlying factors were certainly in secondary 
motivations for him attending the funeral, for myriad were the 
factors of life and myriad were the factors of a single thought. 


Chapter 6 


Feeling aversion toward the child seat-climber before him 
encroaching on his space (“My god,” he thought, “it is like my 
own son—oh, god, I do have a little monkey like that, don’t 
I?”), aversion toward unmasked coughers, or what he assumed 
to be uncovered coughers as they were definitely unmuted 
(“Jesus, fucking Christ, this is no time to be coughing”--no, not 
within the guts of this bird, and abhorrence toward himself, 
this middle aged student pursuing a bachelor’s degree in a no- 
account institution of higher education, Assumption 
University, in Bangkok Thailand, he stared down toward his 
thighs, cudgel and appendages that, if not the quintessence of 
himself, were the quintessence of life-continuity, and then up 
toward a net-rack of travel magazines that was attached to the 
backseat before him, noticing nothing. Then, as he heard the 
squeaky wheels of a cart, he scratched his head and looked at 
the shapely flight attendants moving toward him. Me, me, 
don’t forget me, he inwardly quipped cavalierly, knowing that 
they would notice him, knowing that his appearance was, if not 
unforgettable, momentarily mesmerizing, before being entirely 
forgotten as it was so forgettable. 


What was it—this lever that he could not see let alone 
reach? It had to be there. Air hostesses served; pilots drove; 
students, even there in the CL Building (the Cathedral of 
Learning) at Assumption University, focused on some practical 
applications and perhaps even a touch of what little residual 
wisdom could be gleaned from the recycling of life through the 
ages. They must have found it. All of them, each in his or her 


way, must have pulled it at one time or another causing the 
inundation to slow to a trickle within. Too little and life was 
perfunctory; too much and it was intellectually stultifying. 
Clumsy, mutable words of an idea when not shaped into a lie 
or totally misconstrued was more intimate than the physical, 
and a sanitation worker picking up garbage was doing work 
that was more constructive than this thrusting of wetness into 
a three hour lady’s hollow aperture. 


He glanced over at her, this stranger, this fellow passenger 
whose sleep had induced his own. The fact that his 
appearance, comely albeit fading, had not been so 
mesmerizing, vexed him. There had been times before, even 
when he was much younger, that he had been slighted 
amongst those with wealth and status. That she had bypassed 
him in sleep intrigued and enraged him. 


He looked out of the window the best he could from where 
he was seated. The clouds were like puddles of ejaculated 
semen, although almost translucent at times. He wondered if 
the windows were breakable and what could be used to break 
them to fall through the altitudes to death. With so much sky 
and so little consequence this material substance of man had, 
maybe, he thought, the winds would keep him gliding up there 
for hours like a lost feather of a bird but even hours of this 
terror would be better than 37 years of existence as a student. 


Chapter 7 


But the thought was fleeting for the subterranean animal 
that he was clinging to dirt and breathing in miasma, which 
was natural for the species that was he. And as Thailand, that 
sordid realm beneath the clouds, was so suitable for one of his 
kind, he did not want to die at this moment, but to hijack the 
plane and make it return from whence it came so that he 
might once again drink and bang flesh, and thus live. But then 
the purpose behind returning to Seoul was to grieve and feel 
the weight of death—well, to grieve a little, at any rate, and 
procure, and grieve and procure he intended to do. Surely, the 
deceased aunt would have left something for him--only this 


and not the antithesis was plausible; but, then as the 
implausible was more plausible, more practically, he reminded 
himself, he was returning here to ensure that his parents’ 
coffers remained open and flowing to him and to do so there 
needed to be some bonding to which something deferentially 
oleaginous within had to pour forth. 


To dissimulate with that smile on his face and look at others 
with those compassionate absorbing orbs was a feigned 
response that was natural to him, but the idea of having to do 
it while being restrained in a pew, and worse, while delegated 
these later ancillary church activities troubled him 
considerably. Although the funeral itself might well proceed to 
the wishes of the aunt in accordance with Buddhist traditions 
with incense, monks, and chanting to help propel the soul to 
Nirvana so as not to be recycled energy returning in material 
form (matter being energy and energy matter), Christian 
church activities would be on this family’s agenda soon 
thereafter. Teaching Sunday school as a guest speaker would 
be the worst of it. It would all be thrust upon him by the 
nagging mother. This he knew, and it was scarcely tolerable to 
a creature that through no refractory will of his own but 
simply by experiences and questions had evolved into another 
being unlike the man they saw. As for money, he told himself, 
if it was predicated on his deportment he would say nothing 
even if his right arm were torn off and taken from him. He 
mused sheepishly in his thoughts if the three hour lady would 
tolerate the blight of a missing arm on her prince of beauty. 
Oh yes, he told himself, pity in a woman congealed her love 
and in a congealed bond there was a sense of ownership of a 
man. 


Here and everywhere, but especially in Bangkok, a man 
wallowed in his seminal filth, There he might be unfaithful to 
those whom he was unfaithful to with impunity in these poly- 
duplicitous acts of infidelity--so many that like instant 
regression in reverse one would not easily know what was the 
original (in this case, who should be perceived as the one he 
was unfaithful to) or if, in tracing this aetiology of his disease, 
the original would even matter any longer. If, upon returning 
to Seoul, his parents broke their vow, and thrust him upon his 
wife, any relations with her would be adulterous to more 
recent relationships making fidelity and infidelity in the real 


world, like everything else, ludicrous, confusing din of opaque 
semantic resonance-- with the only sins on his part, he 
thought, in thinking them unnatural exchanges. Unwritten 
rules, etiquette, convention, societal strictures: they were 
gross forms of interference with nature, aggravating 
expectations of connubial contracts for some fanciful lofty 
relationships of permanence and exclusivity, rarefied artificial 
contrivances which were not supported by probative 
experiences. He could never understand why one person 
outside the self, scaffolding as that person might be in 
extending one tiny individual into more, should be the only 
scaffolding there was. And he could not understand why a 
contract, supposedly symbolizing devotion, should, ipso facto, 
be a mutual contractual exchange of the property rights to 
one’s genitalia. 


He closed his eyes, and in drowsy logic out came a 
rambling caveat placed upon the naked body of man, and it 
read: Beware of side effects when taking this. Any woman 
seeking to marry the human male animal should be under no 
delusion that to domesticate him into being a faithful spouse 
would be an easy task; for in many ways it is even worse than 
trying to tame and break the spirit of a wild horse. For those 
who try it, they should be careful not to trust what is before 
their own eyes, for a horse no longer kicking or bucking off its 
rider may be accurately perceived by the eyes to be tame, but 
a man is a Machiavellian liar, and his kisses and loving eyes 
and embraces feign being faithful when faithful he is not. He 
will use any excuse to get away from you (an important 
document he has left at the office, a loaf of bread that needs to 
be bought at the 7-11)--no, he is not after 7 but the beautiful 
figure 8. With the wifey pleased that he is taking an active 
domestic role of buying that loaf of bread, he has now been 
given liberty to cheat on her, and will do so by quickly picking 
up that other woman waiting in front of the convenience 
store--that woman he found on the Internet looking for casual 
encounters. There he will drive her to the love hotel for a 
thirty minute ride or longer (a three hour lady being 
preferable), and return to kiss you and play with the baby. 
Man is a creature of pleasure, and no activity gives him the 
delusion of intimacy more than sexual contact. As 
relationships are always tortuous with intellectual and 
emotional affinity difficult to get right especially when women 


are such moody creatures and redoubled all the more during 
times of menstruation, a man yearns for the delusion of 
physical intimacy. He knows that it is not real, but when wifey 
is spending so much time with the child and is complaining 
that he is not providing her with ample money or seems more 
concerned with the ways that she can spend more money to 
obtain home improvements, an escape into the intense 
physical yearning and pleasure becomes an insatiable quest. 
To dive into an enraptured state with bliss culminating until 
soon there is no more hunger allows him to feel complete 
intimacy that he knows is not real in lieu of incomplete and 
mutable mental and emotional intimacy with wifey that is 
mundane and real. Programmed to have casual sex with a 
multitude of women and increase population, man, for all his 
specious kisses to his wife is never to be thought of as faithful 
to anything but his delusions of intimacy. 


Forsooth, diverse entity that he was, he was not the carnal 
exclusively. He was even more than the prurient, the perverse, 
and the pedantic. There were times he closed books (he liked 
books, but he didn’t like the idea of graduation) and condoms 
(he didn't like condoms, but as they saved a man from 
unwanted pregnancy and disease, he, except for one rueful 
experience and its aftermath, could be thought of as Thailand's 
second condom king), and spent time alone at a national park 
in more elated and sustained pleasures than the in-out done in 
the carnal bush. There he would engage in that which 
mesmerized him as a child and could make a man happy once 
again, if he were able to rebuff, and shut down all those larger 
pleasures and aspirations which brought on so many painful 
complexities. At the national park he would find real happiness 
in rain rippled puddles, songs of birds, indecipherable voices 
of wind through the vocal cords of rustling leaves, the play of 
light and shadow, the evening in a tent immersed with the din 
of crickets, the occasional plaintive howl to which he knew not 
what or whence-- the present moment donned in simplicity so 
intricately designed that it was worth, to him, more than all 
the whores in the world until, quickly, there was a deluge of 
sexual drive and feelings of loneliness that were the rape and 
rapine of a man’s thoughts not to mention a woman's body. 
But it was all quite monstrously natural. 


Chapter 8 


And with bars reportedly closed in Itaewan and elsewhere 
in Seoul, he ruminated, and whole evenings of potential 
pleasures that would be barred in curfews, what he would do 
with all these hours he did not know. There, in his father’s 
home, there would be no twiddling of thumbs in that religiosity 
of a household within this Christian ersatz of a nation— 
idleness being the devil’s workshop-- let alone the twiddling of 
his lower appendage. Preparation for Sunday school lectures 
and ESL classes for those little folks: yes, there would be that. 
Also, he might be allowed to practice golf in the backyard each 
day for some hours as it was perceived as professional 
swagger, but he could hardly do that from morning to night. 


Like a Christian zealot, his nature did lean a bit toward a 
fulsome need for cleanliness, potentially making an obsessive 
compulsive in such a man at such a time that induced 
individuals to chafe their hands with alcohol based hand 
sanitizers scores of times every hour to rid themselves of the 
possibility of the coronavirus, the need for pleasure would 
ultimately override all other concerns. It had to, even if the 
nightlife of the city was shut down—a male animal stuck 
unnaturally in society and urbanity needed instinctual, 
unrestrained flight, and unable to fly he would slither into 
other people’s skins. 


Thus, he needed to pre-empt a woman. He needed a pre- 
existing connection when most, if not all, the names of women 
from Seoul who were in the contact file of his phone were now 
worthless. These beings of yesteryear would speak to him no 
longer; thus, he needed to speak to this woman next to him 
even though he was not so close to her in proximity with the 
seat in the middle empty in adherence to social distancing, or 
so the airline claimed. 


“Hello, sweetie.” It was her. She was awake with a word 
choice that seemed, if not bizarre, definitely ironic in light of 
his sweet earlier thoughts and the fact that she did not know 
him. The words, however, were not for him but for the 
monkey that was climbing once again on the back of the seat 
before him. It did not look at her but only glowered at him. 
Yes, he did have one like it, a most insolent primate too who 


drew daddies that lacked any facial features except for two 
vacuous pits—at least so the preschool teacher, according to 
his wife, claimed. Women, he assessed (he used a vulgar 
word for them) consisted of these sorority bands of gossips 
that criticized men, he thought, and brought feigned succour 
and solace to each other. They all seemed to think that they 
were victims of the opposite gender, unmindful that nature hid 
traps everywhere for men and that female vectors led all men 
into these traps. 


“Anyong Haseyo. Hello,” said Yohan toward the boy. He 
waited a minute, but all there was was glowering which, with 
enough time, so Yohan thought, would begin to change his 
eyes into coal. “He doesn't seem to want to talk,” said Yohan to 
the young woman. He did it with a chuckle, a warm smile, and 
placid soft eyes with sheen and sparkle of life like on a body of 
water that one could dive into. 


“Maybe he’s a bit shy,” she said. 


“Possibly,” he said, thinking “Possibly, no probably, I will 
fuck you.” The friction of naked bodies gyrating against each 
other produced such stimulating sparks even for couples in 
which the woman was so plain and the man so beautiful as 
long as she had youth which he had lost long ago. This, he 
told himself, was a match made from heaven. 


Interaction--with it one saw himself as a resplendent being 
in the eyes of others; lack of it, and no matter how much 
money and authority one wielded (“success” in the business 
world predicated merely on what others thought of him in his 
role in society--usually their envy rather than their satisfaction 
at his status-- corroborated in material trappings) he was a 
failure. He told himself that success was not in achieving 
status, power, and money, nor was there failure in lack of 
achievements and material possessions, but he did not believe 
it. He told himself that failure or success that he was 
notwithstanding, he needed to be more sedulous in projecting 
himself as a successful being to others so that they would 
believe it too which would cause him to believe it in himself. 
After all, the world was a realm not of substance but 
appearances. 


He playfully mocked the boy with a glowering expression of 
his own meant to charm them both, but the boy sensing that 
energy of the burlesque came from something real recoiled to 
the front seat. Why his wife, he thought, did not recoil from 
him this way was hard to fathom. It took considerable material 
substantiation to make a man firm unto himself, and even 
more to embed him in a woman’s long term commitments and 
aspirations with nest and nestlings needing to be secured, and 
yet his wife remained attached although he gave her nothing. 
He would not even be visiting her on this trip if that was in his 
power. 


“He looks like you. Is he yours? Or rather, you look like 
him. Maybe you are his,” she teased. 


“Yes,” he said. “I am his son.” 
She smiled. “Do you like children?” she asked. 
“T like them in their seats,” he said honestly. She laughed. 


Then there was an epiphany that like all epiphanies was 
tantamount to a face being slammed against a glass door. If 
he had been ordered in that phone call from his parents to 
come he might have malingered in Bangkok feigning too much 
emotional pain to leave Thailand, and if he had been told only 
of the will and testament he would have probably stayed 
behind to show no eagerness for money; but by saying both, 
ceteris paribus, off he went on a Korean Airline flight 
homeward bound and perhaps baited for the trap. By 
mentioning the will and testament his parents knew that he 
would come despite telling him not to do so. Yes, it was a trap, 
and he was nuts falling for it. 


"Sir, would you like some nuts," said the flight attendant. 


"I want your flesh," he thought, "raw and on a golden 
platter." He cleared his throat. “Could I have some wine,” he 
asked. 


“We will bring out beverages later.” 
“Will there be an extra charge for that?” 


“Yes.” 


“How much?” 
“T would have to look.” 
“In baht or won?” 


“Fither currency. Let me finish up with this first and then I 
will be back to you.” 


Dressed casually as he was in the finest raiment from 
Gaysorn Department Store, and not alone, but with his golf 
clubs checked into the storage area and now headed with him, 
what more accoutrement did a man need to feel successful 
unless he were flying on a plane with wine glass in his grasp 
and some intoxicating sips going down the gullet. He took off 
his shoes and socks and stuffed the latter in the backseat 
magazine holder. Then he looked at the woman. She was 
asleep again and he stared at her critically. The ungrateful 
bitch had abandoned him again to his thoughts and failures. 


Chapter 9 


Past her, he looked out of the window to the great horizon, 
time and space, that they were moving through as fragments 
of a leaf in a muddy stream, whilst the viscous filth of 
memories clung upon him deep, with depth superficial and 
miserable like the heat and wetness that ravaged a man on 
those humid days in Bangkok. If memories were supposed to 
be the quintessence of what a man really was, his, at any rate, 
were fragmented remnants of a self and others-- a he he hardly 
knew now. So far lost in spacetime, the he he one was that 
conflated for a briefer time with others-- the they they once 
were-- was completely alien to him now. Changes inwardly and 
outwardly led to more changes inwardly and outwardly. Only 
this moment in time was real and yet how real could it be 
when it too was subject to changes and the moment that one 
hoped to grasp slipped away. 


He remembered as a teenager the purchase of a watch for 
his father's birthday, and how a year later he inadvertently 
witnessed it on his father's dresser in that same partially gift 
wrapped box. It was never worn by the man, and he had been 


foolish to expect that after his father unwrapped it and said 
that the digits did not light up as they should, that it would. 


Time—so much time he wasted, thinking that the one who 
coerced him all that time to the futility of being a scholar was 
a being he could please. But a child would subject himself to 
any gruelling treatment for one moment of approval, believe 
that the first family was forever, and that it was the essence of 
who he was and would always be. 


All of those books and tutorials, all those wasted friendless, 
girlless, years of adolescence in such diligence to get 
approbation that never came. He always thought that if he 
just pushed himself --read a little more, and gave those nightly 
summaries of what he learned from school, tutorials, and 
private readings, and did it with a little more accuracy--then 
he would please him and be loved. But it availed little unless 
his own perennial studenthood was the reward; and it came 
about not so much from his own cajoling, although cajole he 
did, but by the parents inability to know what to do with this 
opprobrious blight, this thing that they had tried to mould into 
a scholar, so with so much wasted money and time they judged 
it was better just to keep him studying abroad out of the 
scrutiny of distant relatives and friends of the family—at least 
so he assumed. 


Purportedly, the numbers on the face of the watch did not 
light up bright enough to suit him; purportedly, there was 
turbulence again as the seatbelt sign lit up—it always 
happened, he thought, when he needed to urinate. But the 
wine was good, even if it was going into kidneys and groins 
more than to his head. Rather than quaffing it, he dunked lips 
and tongue into it to keep the small quantity a less exhaustible 
commodity. It evoked the way he, the lover, did of the three 
hour lady to keep her sexually enslaved to him perennially 
(enslaved to herself for his use): slow and pleasurable for her, 
the way he did not prefer it himself. 


The multi-tiered clouds and this plane, this speck--what was 
this tiny projectile thrusting itself into the ethers, he 
wondered. Yes, he thought, the airplane in the sky was more 
like a miniscule fragment of a dead leaf running down a muddy 
stream. It was not even visible in the vastness any more than 


an illustrious man’s life to all the generations that were and 
would be. He was less than nothing, and knowledge of it made 
a man seek out pleasures where he could find them for what 
else was there? 


Interaction--with it one saw himself as a resplendent being 
in the eyes of others; lack of it, and no matter how one once 
succeeded in life (Success merely what one thought others 
thought of him in his present role in society--usually their envy 
rather than their satisfaction at his status-- corroborated in 
material trappings); without it and there were just the material 
trappings, failure. Thus, he told himself, success or failure was 
not inherent in the man himself nor was failure lack of 
achievements and material possessions. Success, or lack of, 
was just an illusion, and if he were more arduous in projecting 
himself as a successful being to others they would believe it 
too which would cause him to believe it more himself so as to 
have something to continue on in the world for, even when it 
lacked all form of veracity. 


He was troubled by his lack of possessions—his indulgent, 
indignant father begrudgingly sending the equivalent of 
30,000 baht each month to the perennial scholar 
notwithstanding; this lack of role and position; this lack of 
permanence and unequivocal decay, to which there needed to 
be considerable material substantiation to make a man firm 
unto himself, and in the perceptions of women who were such 
shallow things, and were only made real themselves by the 
material substance a man transmitted unto them. They were 
the hollow women, the stuffed women, and as his beauty would 
not last much longer now they would only come to him for 
money. 


Isolation—sometimes he would be jogging and come across 
a partially vacant parking lot, imagining it to be fully vacant 
and as large as the universe, and there he would stop and sit 
on a cement slab, and the empty space would cover over him 
like death and he wanted it to go on forever. 


Chapter 10 


He was worried that isolated in Seoul with bars now 
mandated to stay closed, and churches remaining open, 
misery, like snow, would soon fall upon him. With an 
appearance like his, virile and comely, it seemed particularly 
vile to hide it away just as cursing the beauty of life itself was 
blasphemous. To be long hidden behind a face mask anytime 
he were to venture into the thickets of areas like Myong Dong 
with its young and affluent, he would ultimately get to the 
point where he would not venture out at all, and would become 
gangrene and die from lack of circulation--man being the 
summation of his interactions with others (at least such was 
the case with extroverted men like himself who never walked 
the deep corridors of the mind cherishing the wild peculiar 
thought that grew there, and they did grow there). He, 
atavistic creature of instinct and pleasures, was no different 
than the vast majority of men apart from being this handsome 
which, at the age of 36, he knew and feared almost as much as 
being permanently a failure, was waning by the day. 
Happiness predicated on popularity from beauty was a 
diminishing long-term prospect, he knew, and yet, at least for 
now, his comeliness separated him from the common clods. It 
was what made him into a gem—an ephemeral and illusionary 
gem, but a gem nonetheless. 


He told himself that he might as well enjoy free breath 
while it lasted for he would surely need to wear a mask in the 
city and upon the return flight to Bangkok. A perfect partially 
pallid purity of a Korean countenance like his still required 
vitamin D from the sun so as not to be fully, ghastly ashen, in 
this tampon around one’s face which was bound to produce 
acne. As to why in thinking such thoughts his mind imploded 
upon itself in sleep he did not know, but always in a state of 
loss the self needed to rebuild, and as in aging the scraps that 
one rebuilt with made the scaffolding of self ever weaker, naps 
became more necessary. And he saw—no, he was with-- the 
three hour lady, walking along the Chao Phraya River only the 
he was not him. She was a concubine or royal consort of 
himself, Chao Phraya King Rama I. Indeed, they were together, 
and from the way she looked at him he could tell that she knew 
that he was merely one more general that had overthrown a 
sovereign in a power grab for all his talk of Thaksin the great 
being mad and having to be removed as though it were 
inevitable. The purported madness, the putative madness, was 


the justification for the removal—but common sense would 
dictate that removal did not require removing him from the 
planet and the land of the living. And although the previous 
year he had removed her from her titles and position as royal 
consort under the pretext that she had disrespected the queen, 
almost a year later, he eventually summoned her and restored 
her glory for she was the only one that made love to him so 
passionately and loved him so dearly—love being a fabrication 
invented to stuff the hole of emptiness one felt upon satiety of 
pleasure after the bodies had been ramming into each other in 
frenzy and obsession, devouring each other only to have 
nothing to hunger or devour any longer. She stuffed the hole, 
antithetical to the real love in which he stuffed her hole, with a 
synthetic love, making her loyalty to him, he knew, stronger 
than any others. 


Sex, ultimately, was chasing chimeras the way the male 
animal always liked hunts, imaginary or illusionary, and a 
female found unsettling; and it was this emptiness and this 
sense of foolishness at having body dictate and overpower 
common sense for an intimacy that would cease in minutes or 
hours, he knew, that created love, weeds that were allowed to 
grow to cover the hole. She had love in her heart for him so as 
to have something “real” from this connection and to make the 
hole seem filled. He knew that as physical bonding was a 
delusion for all humanity all humanity, except for him, loved in 
varying degrees, but their love was nominal; hers was great. 
So he summoned her once again, and now they walked along 
the river that bore his name, not knowing what to say to each 
other or how to pursue life. He was king of a nation; she, to 
avoid the void of physical intimacy, was an emanator of love 


Awakening from the momentary sleep, he stretched the 
best that he could. He felt cramped. He felt tethered to plane 
and to the social macrocosm. He wished that he could go into 
the aisle and do sit-ups and pull-ups and be on display to an 
adoring audience. And, amongst all the others—the three hour 
lady, the ladyboy Kitya of Siam who would pay his rent with 
nightly kisses in the apartment they rented together so that he 
could be under the apartment of his troubled “sister Sue,” and 
all his other women and whores whom there was emancipation 
of lovemaking protocol and foreplay with pure brute pleasures, 
there was the birdlady. This professor in a zoology class 


adored him and knowing that he was short of money one day, 
asked him if he would work for her. He climbed her ladders to 
trees and branches to get to higher realms to do her 
measurements of the cavities that the hill mynah nested in, the 
measurements of nests, and abandoned offspring carcasses. 
And on a day in August in the rain she took him home. And 
upon asking her if she wanted to come up to his room (it had 
been done for cordiality and under the assumption that she 
wouldn’t), he found that she did. This is my lamp, this is my 
dresser, this is my bed, he said, before showing other 
furnishings, other appendages. And Dr. Manee, or Dr. Money, 
seemed to like it when he slid in and out of her hole while 
doing push-ups on his bed. The thought of what he was hit 
him with such revulsion that he returned to sleep once again, 
albeit a partial sleep. And from it he thought, 


It was a pleasant epiphany--most of such epiphanies were of a 
slamming face in a glass door. If every person's definition of 
success was different, there was nothing the least substantive 
in any of it, and thus an isolated soul of intrepid curiosity and 
innovation that the world heeded not was a nondescript, abject 
failure, and ceteris paribus, a gregarious indolent sloth, like 
himself, who through others was able to detour away from the 
desolate self, could be successful in his failures if he was 
properly connected. And if the most successful individuals 
were failures when not seeing distorted, more embossed 
versions of themselves, reflected in outward orbs, then he 
should rejoice that success was his--more than just in his 
reach-- for it was all in the connections like a bit of isolated 
memory in one insular region of a group of brain cells that 
became something quite dynamic when passing through 
neurons into other regions. 


"Sir, would you like some nuts," said the flight attendant. 


‘IT want your flesh," he said, "raw and on a golden platter," 
and he said it with such gentle clamps of his fixed gaze. 


“Certainly,” she said. 
“And marinated in white wine.” 


"Of course. But Iam not sure that we have white wine." 


"Red is fine." 
"There is an extra charge for that." 
"In baht or won?" 


"Either currency. Let me finish this and I will get back to 
you nude." 


She left him, but it was okay, he thought, or would be okay 
if she planned to serve him first; but he was not her first 
priority, he knew, so it was not okay, he rethought. Didn't he 
spend several hours each week practicing golf? He thought 
that there could be nothing more successful than this. And on 
a plane one needed the accoutrement of wine glass in ones 
grasp and some intoxicating sips down the gullet. This was 
SUCCESS. 


He stared critically at the sleeping woman next to him. She 
had done this to him, the ungrateful bitch, abandoning him to 
his thoughts and to his failures. She, when compared to the 
Three Hour Lady, as Kitya called his main one, would be a 
surrogate, albeit not, accept for her nationality, so different 
than Thai Surrogates he used in Bangkok when Korean pussy 
was not to be found for the pounding and the nailing. Maybe, 
fairly soon when Sex acts were to begin with this one he could 
stop beguiling her with smiles and could water taint her face 
with his urine if she permitted it, and of course he, being a 
gentleman, would always ask. She was not such a beauty to 
say the least, so she should refuse him nothing. She, Korean 
as She was, had a small area that was birthmarked as though 
scarred and swollen like a relief on the face and her hair 
seemed stiff and stringy like an open bag of black squid 
spaghetti. But then, a man of intelligence and imagination 
who secreted a suffusion of charm had the ability to transmute 
common metals into gold like any warlock or alchemist; and 
after all, she was temporary amusement on his sojourn to 
Seoul so he supposed it did not matter all that much how ugly 
she was. And then there was the fact that she was a woman 
and every woman, after all, had that orifice which was 
diversion of man from himself, and this is what he sought. 
Wasn't he getting ahead of himself? They had only been 
talking for a half hour in totality with all this plunging off the 
cliff of consciousness to sleep, and if she had been so 


enamoured with him surely she would be riveted on him now. 
But still he knew. 


Wasn't he loathsome and contemptible, he half-thought. 
And yet in all this hardness against himself, with feelings 
congealing into more self-deprecating arrows, warranted as 
they might seem to be, needed to end, for every man had the 
same instincts and hungers regardless if he admitted to them 
or not, and irrespective of whether such feelings were acted 
upon; and even when there were much higher goals, the same 
self-centered rotten and stinking intentions existed, like it or 
not, for man was like any sordid flesh eating bacterial 
infection. 


And whether one was a businessman, a scholar, or 
degenerate drifter, everyone at last died, decomposing like 
any pile of trash with memory of the most illustrious gone from 
collective consciousness as well, replaced by a fact of them 
having been--the best outcome only this--nothing more than 
this empty abstraction and finally nothing-totality once a given 
language perished as well; and the thought of this offered 
some solace to a man like him--a man like him of no more 
significance than a smelly sock or the condoms he disposed of 
after the wet wearing of a woman, interlocking and thrusting 
his anatomy deep inside her. 


Incorrigible drifter that he was, indolent with no vocation, 
academic or otherwise, and no desire to ever graduate from 
Assumption University in Bangkok Thailand Iet alone a proper 
institution in Seoul that bore electronic engineers at Samsung, 
LG, and elsewhere, how could he be anything else but an 
abject failure? But many of his age and much younger 
understood the competitive strife that encompassed all 
matters and so, wary of the war of predation that was in all 
things (war that was inherent in the immune system, the 
consumption of meat, and the clawing of others in the 
perennial pursuit of money--there must be more money, there 
needs to be more money!), they tried to live vicariously in 
computer games. His game was females, and his role was 
Lothario, and it was a less artificial form of virtual reality. 


As for learning, he pursued his studies sedulously enough 
with the marking of the wrong answers on his examination 


papers done with meticulous deliberation. But even if he 
hadn't, was there no knowledge to be had in physical 
experiences? What was a child’s play but exploration and 
measurement of his own body upon physical laws and in 
relation to the prowess of other boys? The body was 
continually changing so the exploration was ongoing. But it 
was a redundant exploration of the same sensations, even if 
the lecherous lure was that each sexual throbbing had a 
Slightly different feel to it. But then so did a different pillow 
under his indolent head. 


Chapter 11 


He woke, wondering if he had been asleep, wondering if he 
was awake now. Even in the most mundane matters one was 
often traversing through such uncertainty. He picked up an 
English version of the Korean Times newspaper. He glanced at 
headlines and skimmed first paragraphs of articles. A few 
minutes later he glanced at an advertisement for UNICEF 
donations, another seeking donations for the humane society, 
ads for insurance companies, and a political cartoon for the 
impeachment of the Korean president and a second 
impeachment of Trump. Then he stuffed the newspaper back 
in the net rack on the back of the seat in front of him and 
turned on the flat screen monitor. Whatever station he was on 
sent him the plethora of the troubled world. The most 
constructive news articles, he surmised, were embellishments, 
with others outward lies--knowledge of international events so 
ambiguous that they could only flow on this tainted bed of 
rocks no different than the confluence of conscious and 
subconscious thought in an individual. Trump, he thought, 
patron saint of losers who want to win was the reflection of the 
real savage of man, and the lack of dissimulation was good. 


Brain being besieged by news; and meanwhile, that little 
boy tried once again to scale the summit of his seat, interrupt 
him, and enter the terrain of this man, not knowing that for 
him he was not worth approaching—he who had a boy of his 
own whom he treated with such insouciant contempt that, 
based on the drawings that the teacher sent to his wife, 


"father" to him was a faceless man, or an amorphous contour 
with large, black vacuous orbs. No, just as he was not worthy 
of the curiosity, he hardly needed a second little intruder, and 
had he used his birdlady salary to boost up his status from 
economy to business class, none of this would be happening to 
him now, he thought. Top tiered individuals sipping 
champagne in tilting chairs that were more like recliners did 
not need to worry about Thai monkeys climbing upon them. 
In the business class there were less advertisements 
punctuating programing, and the women he would be seated 
next to would probably not be so freakish, unless they were 
old, which he believed was far worse. 


But then, even here (in this plane, and in this head—the 
little moral compass that he possessed), he could hardly be 
sipping champagne and enjoying himself (a little wine, okay, as 
that tightened the fortitude of a man, and he needed 
tightening resolve when the hell of returning to church was 
before him unless the plane were to fall into a wormhole with 
him being transported into a century in Korea before the 
perversion of Christianity—the strange cult that it had seemed 
before burgeoning into a world religion as all popular cults did 
) when his purpose was to attend a funeral. He wondered 
what had happened to the commemorative coin that his 
grandmother's sister, the newly deceased grandaunt, had 
given to him when he was a child. He had it in his possession 
as late as last year. Moving from one apartment to the next 
one always lost something. One always lost the things that a 
person gave one, and then lost the person too eventually. As 
one advanced with the years the impermanence of it all was 
the only concrete reality of life. He had admired how she was 
so independent in actions and attitudes, navigating grand and 
solitary like a ghost ship, but what point was there in 
attachments, he thought, when they were eventually destroyed 
by the wrecking ball of mortality? Scarcely palpable principles 
and maudlin sentiments were all absurd when one rotted 
away, or was burnt before any major putrefaction took place, 
like any piece of trash. One must live for himself for as long as 
there was a self--all others be damned. 


Scram!, he thought; and when the child saw his stern 
reproving looks he backed away a little until consumed wholly 
by some unseen force, some Burmese python or another in the 


front seat. We were all controlled by unseen forces, he 
thought. Where one was at a given moment--a seat on a 
Korean Airlines fight, for example-- was predicated on so many 
circumstances. Who was ever in charge of a life, he thought. 
Certainly not the man who borrowed it for a time. Too much 
interfered, encroaching on what one could be: sexual drive 
upending logic and predation in one form or another. It all 
abounded (humans imprecated by instinctual avarice in the 
fear of deterioration, disaster, and death replicating in 
civilization what it sought to extirpate itself from)—a human 
life-long in angst about the future. Money could hardly stave 
off the 3 great Ds for the vulnerable animal, but horde a 
human would in part from this misperception and in part from 
the thrill of having while others had not as it made him special. 
Survive and thrive while others perished, but this was the way 
of the world and from seeing dead carcasses of hill mynah in 
the nests, the parents only gave to the birds that were most 
promising, choosing not to distribute precious resources on 
the vulnerable. 


Ever in need of money within the concrete jungle to make 
longevity less precarious in the myriad potential hazards that 
abounded and to open the conduit of pleasures, one became 
ever more sociable to survive and flourish. And with every 
attempt to be sociable it veered one further from oneself, and 
this was the nepenthe needed for any bad man--this desertion 
of large parts of himself that dogged him in every avenue and 
every alley like a monstrous shadow, this desertion of the 
deeper of the magma of being. There was a more 
comprehensible beauty in shallow displays, and it was shallow 
displays that he wanted. Only the smart looking image in 
gilded mirrors and friendly orbs was the he he wanted to see; 
and to lose all sense of himself as anything but a refined 
performance of a comely actor was his quest. There should be 
no he, he deemed, unless it were connected to those wishing 
that they could be him (the male) or be connected to him in 
copulation (the female). The monkey seemed to be escaping 
the serpent’s mouth. And he once again lamented that he was 
not in the business class with nicely suited and unctuous 
haired, well-oiled monetary beings. 


Chapter 12 


Dr Manee, Dr. Money—but it was not money he yearned for 
now but copulative push-ups in her, this older woman, to 
exercise his cramped appendages, to show his virile prowess 
to her and to himself, and to pretend to himself that he was the 
quintessence of youth and vigor and would always stay that 
way. With bandana and face mask, there would be no need to 
osculate, and afterwards he could listen to her talk of her birds 
and the deer park at the Sukhothai campus which had its 
intellectual merits that those after-times in bed with the three 
hour lady, and most so called ladies, there was little outside a 
wish to escape the void. No, face masks were not so bad nor 
were they so foreign to him, feigning, as he did, colds, from 
time to time, to demonstrate a willingness to tolerate the 
intolerable for the sake of a woman to get her to think of him 
as her protector so as to get her to be putty in his hands. His 
thoughts he couldn’t help scrutinize. They seemed bad to 
himself, but, he said to defend self from self, life stretched and 
misshaped beings, and he did not create this “fucking world”— 
he just had to live in it as comfortably as he could, cocooned in 
society as a bug in a rug. 


Apart from obsession with another bout of brief sexual 
activity that could be extended by softer three hour thrusts 
and oral interstices, which in so doing adulterated the 
pleasure of what would otherwise be a ten minute rise of a 
tremulous roller coaster and plunge with pyrotechnics if man 
were allowed to be man, this monster-man scuttled around to 
amass money the best he could to manipulate others and fate, 
to save himself from all untoward realities and exigencies, and 
born into nakedness with nothing, having the acquisitive 
nature of wanting to have, to have merely to have. 


If the world were more ideal it would be a fervent pleasure 
constantly, he opined, instead of the ennui that made up so 
much of the hours unless in the frenetic chase of social activity 
from which to distract it all; if it were more ideal there would 
be myriad pies to which all would take slices bigger than what 
they could consume. But as is, the fittest man survived and 
thrived, smiling in satisfaction at the litter of corpses beneath 
him the way men after the 1346 plague thought themselves 


exalted raptured beings, stronger, more fortuitous, and more 
worthy than the strewn cadavers at their heels. 


Yes, surely his macroeconomic classes had taught him at 
least this social-Darwinist premise: one does not make money 
but merely takes a tiny part of the pie to which others do not 
even get more than a few crumbs and have far less access to 
from factors beyond their control, but progress could be had 
no other way (the advent of the railroad had to come on top of 
the backs of those illiterates laying rails, and deft families of 
rich, elite, and refined, cultured beings had to consume the 
poor. Just as a boy would lick out the chocolate shards from 
paper that had encased his ice cream bar, he, in his thoughts, 
licked the pussy of the three hour lady--only here the taste was 
like rotten tuna to which maggots flew above it all so that her 
moans would enrich his own pleasurable thrusts and ultimate 
orgasm, so cannibalism was an acquired taste. 


No doubt, his parents’ preacher, he thought, would 
pontificate this Sunday against the inherent tendencies of 
man. Putative proponent of the poor without offering any 
assistance beyond the spit of his good, egalitarian wishes and 
basher of instincts with his anti-man stance, all to appear good 
and holy, all to disguise that he knew nothing of life beyond 
the vicarious imaginings from the stories of that big black 
book and that he was something grander than a grown man 
still living with his mommy, the preacher man would show his 
lack of substance to anyone with half a mind. Unlike the rest 
of the congregation, the words would seem to him, Yohan, like 
the thud of a void and put him to sleep even as the sentiments 
of these eternity seekers resonated with all the others. If in an 
ideal world one should be cognizant of inequality and be 
sensitive to the myriad conditions that can afflict a life, and not 
demean the poor (the beggar, the destitute, the sick, and those 
myriad workers who manage to not shoot their brains out from 
day to day) who for the most part are born with that strangle- 
hold on their lives, in this world that was not ideal, thoughts 
needed to be centered on getting ahead. Chance governed 
billions of sperm ejaculates in marathon as it governed 
whether a foetus would be implanted successfully in the uterus 
or rejected in a miscarriage. This was life not to be grasped by 
that effeminate four eyed flake that gave sermons. 


Chapter 13 


Inherent it was in all things from black holes' predation of 
galaxies to white corpuscles dining on bacterium, and who was 
he to assume that it was wrong that the weaker were the 
viands of the stronger, that a man’s logical prowess was 
illogically siphoned in these circumambulations around the 
female form (intimacy was in words that could be made into 
lies but more often than not were bridges of veracity linking 
beings, but when the rush of titillation and hungers for 
physical intimacy collided with cynical appraisals from vast 
quantities of anecdotal data, the flesh overtook the mind once 
again and moved to ever more copulative arenas)—indeed, 
only in prepubescence and perhaps dotage was a male free 
from this fettered dance, that the hill mynah parents cruelly 
fed the strongest bird in the nest and allowed all others to 
perish, or that runaways of sexual abuse were exploited into 
becoming prostitutes by this most vile of human monsters, 
pimps, for customers like himself? The fact that the weak were 
exploited by the stronger allowed the weak to exist provided 
that they maintain this servitude. It had always been that way, 
and it was better than the fate of domesticated animal 
comestibles, and better than the fate of those who had no such 
function-- better than the old blight sleeping on the streets in 
front of the 7-11 near his apartment who could only make his 
limited, stumbling steps with a walker—he, with his plastic 
bags of food dangling on his handles was good for nothing, and 
even vultures did not fly above that moribund flesh—how he 
managed to restrain himself from laughing at him he was not 
able to say. To say— 


They would not say how she had died. Had she been 
beaten up by a man she refused to have more with than the 
physical?—it had happened before, but surely those incidents 
did not happen in her relatively advanced years. Was it from 
the coronavirus commandeering her cells and replicating 
copies of themselves?—even a semi-living being, a virus, more 
than a chemical reaction with a single strand of genetic 
material and no thought apparatus, whatsoever, sought means 
to thrust its purpose of survival full force onto a living cell, 
stripping it of its agenda, its life, to take advantage mercilessly 


in that which was the nature of all things. Determined to 
always live alone, always independently alone, had her strong 
will tumbled her down the staircase to starve on her floor? 

For whatever reason, they would not say (a man was here 
today and gone tomorrow, and even his bones eventually 
decomposed fully, and so to be so brief against so much time, 
an eternity of time and of non being, nullified having been at 
all—yes, eventually she would never be at all—and as for them, 
they would not say how she had died). And once the plane had 
landed and the luggage, including golf clubs, had been picked 
up, what was he supposed to say to them, his parents whose 
financial umbilical cord was connected to him still? Sir and 
madam, he might say, please continue your grain doles to me, 
this middle aged man, while I continue my studies of female 
nudes, play golf in my spare hours, and do my job of 
measuring the cavities of trees containing hill mynah nests? 
He knew he was bad, but at least, he thought, he was sucking 
the bone marrow out of life, and if not savouring it all, at least 
not having a perfunctory existence in a job and routine that 
made him an automaton. 


He did not even know what his relationship with his parents 
at this juncture, or at any juncture, retroactive, now, and in 
the future, was supposed to be (a being that was born had 
never done this before, never had relationships like this 
before, so how was he to know unless copying other people— 
people who now gave back to their parents, hated their jobs, 
the slavery for money and conveniences for them and for 
themselves). Was he supposed to be Aristotelian in advocating 
that parents are the authors of one’s existence, or more John 
Lockean in saying that at an offspring’s maturity parents had 
no rights over the son, who like any animal when grown, 
should break free, and by the way, don’t forget the grain doles. 


Still, it was they who had pushed him over the edge. To 
keep himself from experiencing a nervous breakdown when he 
was studying morning, day, and night, for years, to be the 
scholar that they required, the scholar he never was, he, 
Lothario, at last went to pleasure within the womb. At first, it 
was an innocent obsession with that one special woman who 
meant everything to him. Then, it became a satyromanic 
reparation to revenge himself wholesale on the two-timing 
female gender since love, too, had turned out to be one of 


myriad illusions—nothing more than two timing bitches who 
could not choose between the handsome romantic dancing on 
a cloud or a pragmatic businessman, so like the ballerina that 
that they all were, she danced forward and backward, 
maintaining a foot in both realms, never thinking that her 
lightness would be so heavy upon him—not knowing she would 
change him into a monster. 


They had done it, and they had to pay. But then the spectre 
of a child within the man arose, and his ideas altered. They, he 
thought ruefully, had treated him well as a child, had they not, 
and as an adolescent, buying him whatever he wanted, except 
for acar? But with imperfect memory with so many nows 
stacked onto a man over the years, almost suffocating him 
from it all, childhood memories were pulverized, almost 
obliterated, under this stack of nows. So, how was he to 
know? There were photographs, but there were 
confabulations. There were board games with family, 
croquet, a family trip to Japan and Mount Fuji, family cats, a 
photograph of him and his brother having a tea party with two 
felines, but the mind invented narrative for forgotten 
memories. There were financial woes his parents 
experienced--that he could remember, but mostly all of his 
formative years and beyond were in fog and miasma. There 
were those concrete spectacles of memorized biblical verses 
and standardized tests that he needed to study for, but 
everything else was a fog and in this fog he fell off the cliff into 
insatiable amorous conquests and failures. 


His aunt had not fallen into the trap of being owned by a 
partner, for the minds of the brilliant copulated in inward 
abstractions. She had, they claimed, once been a juvenile 
runaway, “insane,” and on the streets, or insane from living on 
the streets--that he did not know. None of it was known. 
There were just these family confabulations of her. That was 
all. He had never witnessed anything about her that seemed 
insane--only lightly apoplectic through an unorthodox lens and 
life that rejected religion and domesticity, and kept her 
perennially intriguing to him. 


Chapter 14 


And if the great aunt were to leave a great portion of her 
property and liquid assets to him, he segued, this onerous 
sense of failure would be instantly lifted from his mind like an 
ethereal fog that had seemed so dense, and oppressive against 
sight, judgment, and actions. With this money he would no 
longer be the dependent, the flailing and nearly middle aged 
scholar nullius momenti est. A child with the idea of becoming 
an astronaut was cute, but at 37 dress him up in a similar suit 
and he would be a laughingstock. It was his cool aloofness, his 
unfazed, impervious nature that would not ooze when shaken 
that saved him from ridicule of extended family and family 
friends. This he knew, just as he knew that he was, to his 
parents, parasite and pariah, even if they cared to dress him 
up in the obsolete to the present day. Without that money he 
would be a man forced to wear a child’s outgrown school 
uniform for the rest of his life. With money, a stigmatized life 
of decadence would transform into opulent gentleman playboy 
that every man aspired to and every woman, even more, tried 
to cling to as pheromone to pubic hair. With money, the 
outrageous would become naughty with a wink; and if the 
decadent were to successfully invest in Internet start-ups, or 
the like, for example, with moderately successful track records 
and moderate growth, he could begin to horde and there 
would be full societal sanctioning of his ways. Vindication 
always followed such a man. 


He looked at her, this fellow passenger, and glowered. 
Couldn’t he just rub against her ever so slightly, ever so 
purposefully “accidental,” and wake her?—no, not with 
harassment charges lingering over a man, particularly those 
rules written in the clouds about men traveling on the air. This 
was the world of today—a touch was harassment and 
penetration with a no, and they almost all said no when girth 
was at last gyrating into their elastic but tight crevices ever so 
painfully. Wakey, wakey, bitchy, he thought with that warm 
smile permanently chiselled on his face. That one so plain 
should not be mesmerized by him who was so debonair 
infuriated him. 


Withdrawn was this passive sleeping homely for inward she 
dwelt as though his beauty were a superfluous ornament and 


trifle not worth waking for or perhaps to be actively avoided in 
sleep. Only amongst the human animal was the female the one 
that was supposed to be beautiful. In all others the law of 
sexual selection compelled the female to breed with the male 
of plumage bright, or antler intricacies. But he did lack one 
male attribute of the human monster which was to have and to 
horde money that protected a man and his ladies from a slew 
of negative events. Whether, in the event that he inherited 
nothing, he would continue to lack it throughout his life, and 
whether what little he ever had he would have to continue to 
hustle for, he could not say, but, based on their initial 
conversation before the plane took off, she was a lawyer at 
Yongsei University seeking possession of further 
specialization; and based on his initial conversation with 
himself, that being base instinct, he knew that he would 
specialize her in the art of being obsequious to his great 
phallus. 


Edicts were always made. They came upon him 
peremptorily. They came precipitously out of bodily hungers 
and excess of cum, pushing him into specious intimacy that 
any degree of sentience disavowed, especially after so many 
futile intimacies in which pleasure was procured for the sake 
of pleasure in lieu of pleasure as reinforcement of a good aim. 
It was a recurrent pattern of conflagrations that ejaculation 
extinguished fully until minutes later when new fires arose 
from out of nowhere in the energy and metabolism of being; 
and, puppet that a man was, he obeyed his instinctual 
impulses as though one more time would be the real copulative 
link, the real seminal event, to take him into true intimacy that 
the myriad other encounters had not done. Worldly creatures, 
what else could the scaffolding of oneself be made of but the 
bolts and nuts of other body parts? Even if one was hoping to 
build something else these were the only Legos available. 


But rather than feel the least tinge of emptiness, 
consternation, and dolefulness, he the puppet but with some 
sense of mastery, some ability to laugh at the human 
condition, pulled his own strings, and suffocated emptiness 
with ever more carnal self-indulgence. This was the life. And 
every time he sought the paradigm of abstinence and 
abnegation, self-indulgence of larger proportions ensued. But 
then there was the propensity to gloat that a handsome man 


like himself, smart enough not to become discontent with his 
diminutive stature, could partake in myriad pleasures without 
too many bouts of bitter after-tastes. He tried it: brushing his 
finger along her skirt. He traced the outer fringe of her skirt a 
bit further, in the direction of her thighs. But he did not go 
further lest she awaken or someone see him. 


He recalled bits of their conversation vaguely which the 
subconscious had archived. "What will I do when I arrive? 
Hug family and friends waiting for me at the airport, I guess, 
sweep my fingers across snow blanketed cars in the airport, 
and then go home to work on my dissertation." "Which is 
what?" "I am contrasting the legal codes and practices 
governing illegal immigration-- the social conditions that 
induce it in East Asia and the efficacy of existing laws seeking 
to curtail it." And so he created the magic of words to make 
her congeal with him. “A half a billion years or so ago we were 
all immigrants leaving Africa. Living abroad for an extended 
period makes us all immigrants of the place we are living in 
and of our own home country as well. Don’t you think so?” 
How surprising that it had no efficacy and that upon saying, 
“Yes I do,” she had gone to sleep on him immediately. He had 
hoped that his use of "extended period" would make him sound 
as educated as she was. Had she fallen asleep on him after 
giving good fellatio, only then, he thought, would this 
insolence be acceptable. 


Chapter 15 


From the meshed rack on the back of the seat in front of 
him he, haute monde being that he wanted to believe that he 
was, pulled out his bottled water and poured some of it into his 
empty wine glass. It was a quick fix and sparkled the same 
with aplomb gesture and accoutrements bringing vigour to 
waning virility and confidence to man that like all things made 
of loose atoms waxed and waned, and from moment to 
moment, was reinvented into new being in forces of 
destruction and creation as the weathering forces on a 
recalcitrant rock. Victims mankind might be fettered to 
instinctual drives, dragging those balls and chains into the 


modern age to self-annihilation, but he, who was a primitive 
more by choice than by birth, was hardly a victim beyond 
being a human being of sorts (half demigod, as the 
vainglorious part of him saw it, and half rat, as his critical and 
more detached element assessed it). No, he was nota 
monster, per se, but more that of a truculent savage, or 
pugnacious perpetrator and penetrator. He preferred to 
conflate the two self-assessments, kneading them into 
something marginally positive if that was indeed possible. 
Smiling dissimulator that a physically attractive male 
invariably was when having to wield the sharp male codpiece 
at his thighs that was hungry as a tongue, he was a Lothario, a 
lady’s man, and, lechery that that contained, there was no sin 
in lower tiered instincts, evermore percolating within, 
actualized in real events. It was their purpose after all, which 
propelled the generations. Babies, he knew, were not born out 
of love but of hungers for pleasure, and the driving forces that 
make a man slap his ear at a persistent fly. All these sexual 
harassment injunctions on a man notwithstanding, a date was 
brought about by mutual concupiscence, the need for 
scaffolding beyond the self, and a hunger for some form of 
exchange and intimacy. A real date had to be more than a 
cordial meeting for enough of those and the next generation 
would never be conceived. The wine glass, whether it was 
semi-intentional, incidentally accidental, or speciously 
incidental, slipped from his grasp, and she awoke as a 
corollary to life that was more the volition of the subconscious 
than anything more sensible. 


“Oh, god. What? What did you do? I am wet.” 
“Oh, Iam so sorry. Please let me help.” 


He quickly pulled off his necktie and dabbed the area near 
her thighs, while not once looking down even though that was 
what he really wanted to do. The short term means to an 
objective often had to be rebuffed for more plausible 
approaches and practical long term considerations of the same 
goal as beings made of matter bonded, broke, and rebounded 
elsewhere no different than the atoms that they contained. To 
formulate conscience and to sing mea culpas militated against 
the reality of the world being what it was; and what it was was 
deficient of the ideal that logical assessments made palpable. 


He maintained eye contact, allowing her thoughts to rest 
within the kindness and sincerity of his eyes which when 
conduit to the soul of one who had none could reflect any 
feigned emotion that was desired. 


“Oh man, how can I be so clumsy? And disturbing your sleep 
this way. Is it better now? Only a little bit spilled, although a 
little is too much. I am dreadfully sorry.” 


“Don’t be. Accidents happen.” 


“T must admit that I was feeling a bit abandoned sitting 
here with no one to talk to, but I can’t see how that would 
make me particularly clumsy. Although it is nice to see beauty 
awakened, I am afraid that I ruined a much needed sleep. I 
am sure there is a lot of research especially in legal studies on 
a graduate level.” He felt pleased by having said, “beauty 
awakened” to a young woman so plain as it would make her 
even more desirous to form a nexus to an older man of such 
staggering beauty. 


“Yes. Research and continuing to practice law at the same 
time. Only bits of sleep; but it doesn’t matter. I don’t want to 
sleep the whole flight anyway.” 


“Has that been going on for a long time?—I mean the lack 
of sleep.” 


“Yes, for months. I don’t even have time to cook or wash 
clothes sometimes.” 


“Is there no domesticated man in your life who tries to save 
you from an avalanche of dirty clothes and so forth?” 


“No, do you know anyone who you can refer to me?” 


“No, not exactly, but it so happens that the greatest 
accolades for male domesticity have been rendered to yours 
truly, but I don’t want to brag.” 


“You don’t say! Iam afraid no man is particularly domestic. 
It probably only arises in women after giving birth. An 
accolade for domesticity in a man might be coded language for 
fatherhood. How many children do you have?” 


“No, Iam single. No children, but I am good with them— 
nieces and nephews, and so forth, or so I am told” 


“Hmm. You must have made an impression on that little 
boy who was climbing over the chair. He doesn’t seem to be 
bothering you any longer.” 


“Well yeah, I sent him packing. I don’t like them climbing 
on and over things with their dirty shoes on.” 


Chapter 16 


It would never stop—this using of others for money, for sex, 
for advantages—never to stop until his cessation, their 
cessation. He was just one member of the human race, and 
instinct from recorded replication of experience over these 
200,000, nay 2,000,000 Australopithecan years embedded 
survival instinct, selfishness, in all hominids, past and present; 
and to obtain all that was needed for survival in the present 
era division of labor, currency, and cooperation came into 
being. It was that which most think of as “friendship,” 
although that, by corollary, would make the entirety of a 
nation’s GNP the product of friendship. And those with 
special prowess for survival in the modern era, those with 
acumen and finesse, perfected these traits--creatures like him; 
but all others did something similar, he argued, in certain 
circumscribed ways that were socially acceptable. They 
bartered what they had to those desperate to get it, hoping to 
get back more than what they gave. Give it one name and 
such a man was perfectionist, or venture capitalist; give it 
another and he was sponge, gigolo, or both. Man was man. 
Saint he was not. 


“So what do you do for fun? I mean with all these studies 
and practicing law, you must find a release from it somehow. 
Or maybe just through sleep.” 


“T don’t know, really. Normal activities. I guess that Iam 
compensating for lack of sleep now, but it is not like I sleep 
every moment when I am not working or studying.” 


“A sport for example? Racket ball?” 


“No, not really. You look rather sporty though. What do 
you do?” 


“T work out. I used to play soccer and jog. But now I 
swim.” 


“It is probably better. Tendons and ligaments of older men 
get injured easily. It happened to my father.” 


“Well, this old geezer still gets around. Killer shark 
against the waves if I do say so myself. I don’t do any pussy- 
foot swimming in pools and the like with ocean all around. 
You would be impressed.” 


“Oh, Iam certain of it.” 


Children being ingénues to life, in which all encounters of 
sun and rain, each movement, and every rush of breath was a 
wonder, as every adult presence was the good worthy of full 
trust, there had been a time in which he too had been 
something quite different, something purer; but something 
went wrong, he knew, an early rupture of his humanity, 
allowing it all to ooze out even before the age of twenty. But 
as, decades later, it was fully gone, there was nothing that 
such a man could do with mutilated being but, with aplomb, 
move forward in it with the years. Only a boy projected these 
racked, fervent displays as though tears of grief could become 
levers on a time machine in which the past could be redone. 
Nothing was ever restored let alone rectified—forgetfulness 
was the best to be had when it all moved forward. Whether 
ideals moulded or melded matter, or unrelated to the theory of 
forms, were the mind’s ability to rationalize deficiencies in the 
real word and to imagine something better, ideals were not 
essences even of this ethereal domain that he was flying 
through now. He, this man, a bit groggy, groping in either the 
after-haze of daydream or the inability to sleep well ina 
cramped plane (he had, after all, gotten up at 3:00 in the 
morning to get to the Don Duang Airport) was erect and fully 
ready to encounter any female when at last grounded, belted 
as he was now with all these others in his aerial throne. 


Love had made him the obedient son, spending seven days 
a week as their little scholar, all to make them love him. No 
wonder he cracked up at seventeen, repudiating one 
expression of love in favour of another—the ballerina, now, 
with time, a fat pizza restaurant owner, and nothing at all 
loveable, and impermanence rendering everything unreal. If 
that which was visceral determined some substance of reality, 
separating it from that which was specious, they really had 
loved each other for a time. She was sickened with him as he 
was with her. Craving security when walking on clouds, the 
two-timing bitch, as he, the misogynist, now surmised her, 
became the catalyst, in which the elation of love became an 
onerous weight, a heavy lie, plummeting him back to sullied 
earth. Love with a woman was replaced by forceful physical 
encounters; and parental love to him now was the programing 
of ideas into offspring (aspirations unfulfilled that were 
supposed to extend to posterity), and moral codes of the great 
black book—an antediluvian code that Europeans and now 
Koreans mimicked zealously—that were supposed to be 
imbibed. How dare a man to use a tiny bit of common sense 
that if God so loved his special pet He would preserve the body 
as the soul and yet He allowed it, as the body of his great aunt 
was doing now, to decompose albeit more ferociously, than 
any piece of trash. He, Yohan, knew that he was a dangerous 
man. A little of him in Seoul was plenty. Miniature 
programmable robots like his parents and brother could 
malfunction so easily when a code so foreign was used to 
mandate current affairs of contemporary man. Like the great 
aunt, he too was iconoclast and apostate to counter the 
conditioning force of this alien religion. 


Chapter 17 


What, he thought, am I doing to be returning here, to be 
reverting back to the old, to become once again something 
that I am not now, that I once was, but have outgrown; what 
type of a man, he thought, succumbs to the wish to return 
home and be a boy again? A fool, he answered to himself, --a 
fool donning their Christianity, forcing himself into it like he, 


lacking clothes, might of a pair of his boyhood pyjamas found 
in a drawer. He would wear their ideology (one had to wear 
something; one had to be deferential if he was going to stay for 
a few weeks under their roof). He would camouflage himself 
in it to impress them as though there were something 
impressive in feigning what one wasn’t, believing in a god that 
never appeared. The only thing impressive was the sheer 
volume of those who did it and in the frequency of doing so, 
became forgetful that it was in fact an act. Yes, that was the 
fear: that in this donning of a boy’s thought process, of 
coddling God like a teddy bear, there would be the warping of 
thought and personality (frequency of action shaping thought 
and personality according to Aristotle); and as he had feigned 
success amongst his friends in Bangkok to such a degree that, 
for the most part, he stayed cocooned from all sense of his 
failures, it was an adverse outcome that could happen. The 
implausible was that in this world of chance God would give a 
fuck, when common sense says that He didn’t because He 
wasn't. 


Any accident could always befall a man, or coronavirus 
commandeering the cells of woman--my Great aunt, for 
instance, turning her into factories for a replication of an alien 
virus with no purposeful aim when all replication leads to the 
death of the organism that is its host, and its ultimate demise 
within that organism, which then decomposes like any bit of 
trash. If God created such futile entities, this deficiency of 
logic obviates Him merely to genesis of chaos. Any logical 
framework in academia (justifications for and arguments 
against the gods no different than in the days of Cicero; the 
Copernican Revolution dwarfing the significance of man, with 
it reverberating in all fields; business and finance showing big 
fish eat little fish without mercy in society the same as in the 
state of nature; evolution and man’s hegemony for a brief time 
in the scheme of things) unlocks the barn and out goes the 
restrained animal into dry, endless pastures, roaming them as 
on the roof of the cathedral Copernicus eyes did of the naked 
night skies, with where and for what purpose he had in this 
freedom he knew not, but at least, he thought, he was no 
longer barned away, catered to by manservants. 


No, the plane would not U-turn to Bangkok -his wishes that it 
would do so surely propelled more than his further discontent, 


but he did not know what it would be. Certainly, there was no 
mind over matter; but wishes had to be more than imagining 
the impossible. At least one would think so as the plane, for all 
his wishes, would continue to go forward, onward in the 
straight and narrow, and then would descend into atavism. His 
time, in Seoul, he attempted to reassure himself, would be 
brief bits of soulless dissimulation that would have no bearing 
on his perceptions and would earn him the keys to the car 
from which to prowl and hunt for cunt. 


This he would do; but there might also be times of parking the 
car and going on those walks up low mountains in Seoul with 
flowing creeks that servants used during the Josean Period to 
wash the clothes of the royalty. There was wolf and god in this 
perennial student with no accomplishments (not even a 
diploma from a worthless university, Assumption, in a country 
nearly oblivious to real academic pursuits). His life was 
nothing but the accumulation of his bits of failure which he 
imagined into being. He had succeeded in that, if nothing 
else--in conjuring his nothingness from thought, and in getting 
older with every ride made around the sun. 


The aunt, the iconoclast that she was would, by request, be 
cremated at a Buddhist temple on a mountain, her ashes - 
those that had once been bone and would not go up easily with 
flames and smoke--be thrown to the winds (no Christian burial 
for her). There was a time that, amongst those few who really 
knew her, she would have been perceived as existing, but all 
things impermanent not only waned in memory but dwarfed 
exponentially to the point of never having been at all within 
the vast passage of time. There had been a time, for him, that 
women were human beings and not just hungers but, whether 
partially or fully, at puberty a young man’s attraction to 
women were forged by appetite rather than affinity, and so 
friendship was not possible any more than a man could be 
friends with poultry when sitting at a table with a chicken 
breast in his hand. He looked out of the window at the blue of 
the sky and a corner of the wing to the plane. If the plane 
were to go down the atheist would be baptized to brine and 
sharks and the world would be rid of this man who schemes, 
hustles, and swindles even his own parents; but there was no 
loss in that when much better men had fallen prematurely and 


much worse men had lived long lives—the injustice one more 
proof of the nonexistence of God. 


Chapter 18 


It would be hard, he thought, as he stuffed his fetid socks 
that had fallen onto the floor of the plane, the bowels of the 
archaeopteryx, back into the net rack which held travel 
magazines on destinations in South Korea--at least so he 
judged from the covers-- to imagine a major department store 
in Seoul back then in which he did not execute his 
simultaneous dates. Each execution was done the same with 
the lovely licentious one to be impaled physically, taken to bed 
at a love hotel to be peeled there against a pillow, and 
sometimes against her will, and eaten like mangosteen, and 
the less desirable ones (the ones that seemed rather frigid) 
metaphorically self-impaled on a floor of goods, abandoned 
there, amongst lifeless mannequins. But that was their trauma 
which happened long ago. The misogyny was not chosen. It 
had come upon him like any illness when passing through a 
cloud of virulent germs. The two timing ballerina and cellist 
were proof that he had once been in love with the ideal of love, 
before measuring in its materialistic dimensions and its 
limitations. There was no other choice for a man: the stink of 
the world had to get into his nostrils and he had to learn to 
love the smell the way, to be perceived as a lady’s man instead 
of the rapist that he was, he had to force himself not to gag, 
and then actually develop a taste for cunnilingus. And of 
course the need to believe in “love” had come about when 
parents had pushed 7 days a week of classroom studies and 
tutorials onto him for years, and as something close to a 
nervous breakdown ensued, a loving filial son had to not love 
in that first of all loves, and a scholar had to renounce his 
more orthodox studies for the study of women’s anatomy 


He looked at her again. She was sentenced to this fate of 
riding next to him--her homeliness, the way he assessed this 
situation, necessitating the counterbalance of a comely male, 
even though her sleep attested attempts at repudiating this 
reality; and he, despite wanting to reach out and pierce into 


the realm of ideas, garnering all that he could, was sentenced 
to be gnawed away by these instinctual cravings to ravage the 
nearest flesh next to him, even if in awakened hours he 
dismissed that men (himself in particular) were inherently bad. 
No doubt, in sleep, in his assessment, she yearned for a man, 
who when making love, as she dreamed this exchange of body 
fluids, this slamming of bodies that shook the beer bottle and 
disgorged seminal fluids, as being, would tell her how 
wonderful her breasts were even if the reality was that no man 
would complement on the invisible, for when amorous, with 
underpants peeled, and reaching under a woman’s shirt, a man 
would hold onto any handlebars and knobs that he could when 
gyrating in the ride of frenzy within, and thus he could hardly 
have noticed them more than this, nor could he be expected to 
comment on the beauty of the stained glass when invited in to 
desecrate the temple. He ogled her, not understanding why he 
did so. Yes, the movie choices were dull, and he was almost 
handcuffed to her, here, with nothing to do, and yes, most of 
the window was obstructed because of her head, and perhaps 
he fixated on her as stimulus so as to have a stimulus at all; 
but he did not know why he was so aroused by her—aroused 
by the plain-- except for the fact that she was insolent enough, 
when he had deliberately inadvertently feigned the spill of his 
water onto her, returned to sleep when dried. No one, based 
upon what he could recall, had ever been indifferent to his 
handsomeness except this one case now. If his age had caught 
up with him, the physicality no longer matching the superficial 
charm, the disconnect would be jarring to some, and to the 
more perspicacious of the fools they might even wonder if the 
character that they loved was contrived. So perhaps she, a 
lawyer, more knowledgeable than most, knew it was better to 
sleep. 


Chapter 19 


Yes, she was sentenced here and to whatever relationship 
ensued from the randomness of the seating arrangement, 
from the randomness of fate, if such a relationship was 
capable of being formed—how odd it was to begin to have 
doubts about the ultimate successes of efforts at forging 
romantic prospects with women, and his own innate virile 


prowess; how peculiar it was to not only be this nondescript 
(distinguished success such a rarity, but also in common 
successes like graduating from a university and getting and 
maintaining a job—this chapter of life eluding him as well, 
partly by his own manipulative choices to be a perennial 
student for the sake of his experiments on the female anatomy 
but also by his fears of not passing examinations, which, 
altogether, paralyzed him throughout much of his final 
examinations) but in getting older, and sensing the spell of his 
enchantment over women and all others waning with subtle 
degrees of puffed sagging layers of increasingly pallid skin 
that squelched desirability. It was so miniscule, and yet he 
sensed that it was noticeable. If one were to kill a woman, he 
thought, its significance would not be so much greater than 
the way one moment yesterday evening in Bangkok he 
smashed a mosquito landing on his arm, extirpated a weed, 
and tossed a snail from his garden-ersatz on the balcony— 
mere trifles, and even more, any caretaker of potted plants, 
any caretaker of self, would be perceived as absurd to do 
otherwise. Initially, the murder of such a victim would 
resonate a little bit. It would be a set of ripples that would be 
soothed into placid waters once again in just the space ofa 
few years, and, in a few decades, a fact, a murder statistic, 
losing all personal significance. A day--even a humiliating, 
humbling day like the one long ago in which he failed a 
standardized test to get into Yonsei University after all those 
years of school and all those extra tutorials--becomes 
irrelevant in the experiences of a life; and so the murder ofa 
woman would mean nothing in all the nows ad infinitum that 
piled seriatim onto each other. But as in lust there was no 
objective for beginning a life (it just happened from sexual 
desire and random ejaculates that made it to an egg, random 
fate), so there was none in ending a life, the way he saw it. 
With his headphones on, the levity of sound waves trickled into 
him, and the gravity of ponderous existence fell onto him—he 
was, after all, listening to the news, but to say that the news 
was inciting his peculiar thoughts was not accurate. He asked 
himself if there was a layer of his mind between consciousness 
and the unconscious that was in the nascent planning stage of 
murder. He did not know; but certainly the news, he told 
himself, was a culpable agent, aggravating it the way Trump 
had incited the white supremacist insurrectionists to overturn 


an election. Intransigent gridlock in democracies throughout 
the world; extremists; protestors; global warming; social 
Darwinism; exploitation; the fall of states practicing 
democratic capitalism; pandemic sundering of this concept of 
a globalized world; the rise of China. 


He thought of his father helping him perfect his swing on 
the tennis court that they bought hoping to make a business 
out of it; him reciprocating later by helping his brother to jump 
off the top diving board of a swimming pool; his mother 
allowing the brothers to taste the cookie dough, and the beach 
resort they used to go to on Cheju island and the joy of a log 
ride at an amusement park there—nascent love that had died 
prematurely. If he had been physically or sexually abused, 
then he could hate his parents, the most one could in Asian 
societies (that being in one’s heart belied by socially 
acceptable actions to the contrary). But no, the repression of 
Childish thought processes that the “little scholar” had to 
endure to get their love was a less salient and more 
detrimental form of abuse, and mixed with some good 
memories, the return to Seoul was bitter sweet for the soul, if 
such a thing existed—it was definitely taxing to conscious 
thought. But as he couldn’t hijack the plane, there were no U- 
turns although reunions with the relic of that short institution 
of family did seem as a bit of a uturn. 


No, a middle aged man still a student was not much ofa 
man, he thought, but then a man was a human being, and a 
human being was not even a human being. Instead of it being 
a species of organisms, it was more of a container than an 
organism. For every cell there were hundreds more bacteria, 
and as white blood cells were predators of bacteria, so 
bacteria in masse preyed on weakened white blood cells—a 
human, thus, was merely a container of smaller worlds, and 
smaller ecosystems. Yes, it was the news channel that he was 
watching and listening to that was triggering these less than 
sanguine thoughts, he told himself, but he knew there was 
more. He got up. It was fortunate to have the need to relieve 
himself in the toilet. It was a relief to have a bit of movement, 
and to have a reprieve from the stark realities of the world and 
the self. A woman in the front row of the second section who 
had paid a bit extra to sprawl her feet to the wall certainly 
relished doing so. She was impeder, impeding his pee-er, and 


had no compunction barricading him. And as polite requests 
to be allowed to pass were unheeded he unfurled his strides by 
hurdling over her legs to enter the vacant toilet. Never again 
should a person of his high stature, he told himself while 
looking into the mirror, go economy class. He watched 
himself urinate via the mirror. This was the biggest thrill of 
the trip so far. He was still attractive enough to be a gigolo to 
older women, making money from pleasuring them and by 
getting his own pleasurable thrusts taken care of, satiating 
these hungers that seemed to come out of nowhere. His 
appendage, his phallus, was the shape of a weapon, and 
unwittingly and inadvertently, it had evolved with that 
particular inherent purpose in the design. It might as well be 
used, he told himself, to hold up wealthy, elderly widows 
although how one would advertise such services he did not 
know. But he knew how to cajole, coerce, and lick the 
unlickable to hold his prey whom he needed for his pleasures 
as this was what weaponized man did, so, he told himself, why 
not hold up an elderly woman who wanted to be held up. 


Chapter 20 


Back from the lavatory, he became drowsy and for a few 
seconds imagined that she was stirring in her seat—the garlic 
charm of his fetid apparel awakening the receptacle of his 
pleasure; but seeing that he was mistaken, he turned away. 
Even if he were to put his socks directly under the nostrils of 
this nondescript creature, he concluded, it would probably 
have no impact—so impervious she was to that which was 
handsome, so immune she was to the virus. Then, he too fell 
asleep, and there he was hovering with the rest at dusk above 
the ever growing mound of corpses (an accumulation as ever 
more were being transported in horse drawn carriages to 
Sraket Temple in Thonburi). It was a small city outside of 
Bangkok which much later would merge with the sprawling 
metropolis; it was the end of the first year of the 1817-1824 
cholera epidemic causing far more casualties, far more bodies 
than could be cremated. Each of the vultures was targeting 
particular stacks and particular meat from which to swoop 


down and devour without risk of being attacked by others, and 
for the more aware (himself the oddity that he was not only 
sentient but perspicacious) choosing the less sumptuous and 
more rotten viands to devour, and thus mitigate the risk of 
injury amongst the ravenous and the cruel that would destroy 
any obstacle to satiation. There was one that was substantially 
decomposed on top of a distant stack. She had an aquiline 
nose, and lacked powder on that plain countenance. He could 
swoop down and prey upon her. The body was nothing 
succulent at this stage but he could peck into the crevices 
around the skull and tear out bits of the brain. Circling Wat 
Sraket, descending to the desired target, now he felt they were 
vindicated-- the raison detre of the species of vulture was 
unchallenged and the question whether this bird should have 
continuum ceased. 


He woke, feeling as though he were not fully of the species, 
or more, that he was a fulsome specimen of his species—the 
quintessence of man that could not be expressed in modern 
society. Whereas all in this plane, he surveyed, were 
attenuated contemporary men, his manhood could not be 
expressed in society. It was a primordial atavism of nature 
that could not be sublimated in the adulterated savagery of 
contemporary institutions of man. Down, down with the plane, 
he would plummet closer to his former family, closer to his 
son, closer to this creature that was called his wife. Wife—one 
was never married to a woman as his thoughts were his, his 
feelings his, his appendage his, and no faux female of the 
Seoul owned his soul, not that one had a soul as death was 
death and once the good bacteria had its meal of the man 
whom they once had a symbiotic relationship with he would 
return to the elements once again. In that sense, bacteria and 
marriage were the same. For women marriage was the 
sedulous application toward possession of men, and sometimes 
they did pull the strings on puppet men, but owning them was 
another matter entirely. At least in thoughts, the puppet man 
had unbridled, uninhibited, unadulterated fantasies of 
devouring female flesh, voracious consumption of the breasts 
and the chicken legs, and more, once the orgasm was over, of 
departing the world of females altogether in the independent 
strivings of man in sport and vocation. How he yearned right 
now to be with the one whom his roommate, the ladyboy 
Kittaya, gave the moniker of “The Three Hour Lady” to— 


married, she wanted no ties, a mother, she wanted no more 
children, and this lover Yo han was secondary to them. She 
had no vocation, and her avocation, her hobby, was him. 
Vocationless three hour lady, ballerina, and cellist this 
passenger was not, and more substantively, she lacked all 
aesthetically redeeming physical traits. He did not know why 
he was wasting time thinking of her; but no woman had ever 
been insolent enough to sleep in his company before, and no 
woman but her, that he knew of, had ever had mental prowess 
to defy the mesmerizing qualities of beauty that when 
combined with charm cause so much of humanity to equate it 
with the good and to swoon for it. 


Yes, he thought, it would be interesting during this bit of 
time in Seoul to date one of a homely, intelligent stalk. He did 
not think that he had ever dated an intellectual before, and it 
made sense as there was little time to get a real girlfriend. He 
had to concede that right now he was not winning the battle to 
score with her, but the battle was not over. He would 
ultimately squeeze the pulp out of the passenger, he told 
himself; and if she was able to make these trips around Asia to 
garner evidence for her thesis she obviously had money, and 
that pulp needed to be squeezed and consumed as well. His 
wife’s family were poor as dogs and his parents no doubt 
resented having to make these monthly child support 
payments to his wife. Maybe, he told himself, he needed a new 
“wife. But, he reassessed his thoughts, he was getting ahead 
of himself. His great aunt had died and the prospect of her 
having bequeathed something substantial to him was a more 
immediate and more plausible certainty. 


Chapter 21 


He was a normal man of some academic curiosities and 
pretences--pretences as one always wanted to appear as a 
higher animal to others while not abjuring inclinations and 
proclivities of the lowest toward pleasures and exhibitions of 
aggression—whose idea of aréte was being cogent enough to 
obtain control over and exploit his receptacles....Even though 
one had to prime a woman, and there was hardly time to prime 


this one, there was leverage to be had in subtly conveying that 
he had no interest in her physically, embedding an inadequacy 
that she would seek to overcome by giving herself to his 
comeliness....No (there came a change of mind),there would 
be no physical involvement with here at all (getting her phone 
number and address would be more like obtaining an unused 
insurance policy, for surely he would find a more beautiful 
alternative during his stay in Seoul, and of course there were 
tea lady and barbershop whores, although they were a bit 
exorbitant for his price range, so this information , this policy, 
was for his own security... After all, he was arriving here with 
no real resources—any enjoyable activity would have to be 
procured by asking for money or snatching the monetary 
resources out of his father’s pockets indirectly through his 
mother....He might inherit, yes he might (if so, he could bea 
man of resources, indeed, a real man, and not just a perennial 
schoolboy devising ploys to get parents to give him spending 
money.... There was something inherently repugnant that 
during grief and despair there was even a greater inclination 
to fuck and slam the existential vapidity with hard masculine 
thrusts....he did not create this fucking universe, he told 
himself; he just needed to live in it....the selfish, the cruel, the 
exploiters of the vulnerable were intended to thrive at the 
expense of the weak, and as there was no afterlife and no 
possibility that by doing good one could get anything good 
from this life, or the afterlife; but truly selfish bastards 
obsessed by money and dissatisfied by the here and now were 
not happy.... These people often went to their graves early, 
falling under the weight of stress....No, no god, and no 
morality—if the 536 AD clouds of volcanic ash blocking much 
of the sunlight and causing universal famine of a decade were 
not enough, there was the black death of 1347 to 1351 and 
other plagues, Nazi concentration camps, and thousands of 
other contenders, natural and man-made, and an overseeing 
God, if one wanted to maintain that there was a god, who was 
indifferent to it all and thus useless to man—only this. 


As a boy he had deep affection for the disaffected aunt, and 
this never went away.... This was why he was coming here—to 
pay his respect to her, and not to step into childhood again, 
regenerate former family, establish ties to wife and child (No, 
he had to admit, he was primarily after money, scavenging 
resources like any nomad)....He was tired of being in his 


solitary thoughts....He wanted out of this airplane.... He was so 
bored that he might return to the toilet once again and, 
looking into the mirror, ogle the great pistol of human flesh 
that he possessed....A woman like this, if one were to look at 
nothing but her face, would make him flaccid and chaste, but 
erection and perfect performance could be done with the 
ugliest of broads....And she became particularly piquant here 
for lack of any other dominant sensation...Most insolently, 
most indolently, she slept on a man’s time—what happened to 
bringing beauty to a man when he returns from the hunt, the 
geisha to her mercantile patrons...Had it dawned on him, as 
they were dating each other, that the ballerina would need at 
least one foot on the ground in order to dance with the comely 
prince, and that when tiring, both feet would become more 
grounded, he would not have been imbued with these feelings 
of misogyny that had overtaken all his thoughts with this 
darkened perspective ....No, he wanted to believe in absolute, 
unconditional romantic love when his love of former family had 
almost driven him to a nervous breakdown by forcing him into 
this seven day a week of total dedication to scholarship that he 
was incapable of maintaining. 


He was attracted to the more fashionable, but those who 
spent thousands of dollars on handbags could not exactly 
procure them through the likes of him...Sue, upstairs, the one 
whom he had moved into his apartment for, did not mind that 
he had to kiss Kittaya to get him/her to pay the rent to stay 
under her, nor did she mind that he had to plant them firmly 
on her lips, even in front of her, to keep Kittaya from getting 
jealous of Sue ...She went ballistic for a few days when she 
found herself siblingized (relegated into sister Sue and 
replaced by the three hour lady), but overall she was unfazed 
by it, as it was ways of men, and all things considered, 
accepted it as graciously as could be expected; no, it was the 
birdlady that got most scrutiny. “What does she pay you for,” 
she asked him. “You wouldn’t want to know,” he one day said 
to her as “measuring tree cavities” was eliciting more scrutiny. 
Several months prior to the return of the three hour lady in his 
life, they had gone to a party together at the Institute of 
Tropical animals in the Sukhothai building on campus...Sue (in 
Korean Soo-Yun, perfect lotus flower), was insistent on seeing 
this Dr. Money....But a poisonous date she was....Women were 
dangerous. The further he could get from all of them the 


better off he would be....Despite his initial hate for the two 
timing ballerina, he was still not a misogynist, and he even 
rebounded with the cellist; but she considered him a member 
of a lesser class and had him sink into the seat whenever there 
was a Chance of her being seen with him in her car. 


One could not exact revenge on all women with the 
machine gun of his male apparatus; so like a spider with its 
web, he could catch those that fell into his trap.... He could get 
them to dive into his calm eyes and confess their souls... 
Experiencing freedom of judgment and pure compassion for 
the first time in their lives, they would think of him as their 
knight in shining armor, and then he would date rape them 
and never see them again....Multiple dates on different stories 
of a department store with the real date the woman most likely 
to drop her panties to him, and all the others abandoned on 
their respective floors, stung in humiliation and lost amongst 
mannequins.... This seeking revenge on all women was done 
not for himself exclusively, but on behalf of all men who once 
were susceptible to romantic notions only to realize that 
women were materialistic two timing whores....Thought was 
refined feeling, impetus distilled into something better; but as 
to the question whether it was better to further block off and 
bypass the essence of the brute for the potential of an evolved, 
elated being less controlled by appetitive and avaricious 
caprices or dredge the sand blocking the canal to instincts, 
feelings, and heightened senses that re-establish man to what 
he once was that was the correct action, he did not know. 
Certainly, all women required the conflation of civilized man 
and primordial brute, but each woman was unique in the 
proportions they preferred.... The desideratum for any woman 
was to be with a man of means, and a perennial student (three 
years at Chunbuk University in Chongju, South Korea and 
another seven at Assumption University in Bangkok) was not 
where it was at. 


“Ah, you are awake now,” he said. 


“Oh, god. I fell asleep on you again, didn’t I? Sorry to be 
so rude. You were saying something about--” 


“Rattling on about a lot of nothing, really.” 


“No. I believe that you were telling about your research, 
weren't you?” 


“T don’t remember really. I thought you were, but maybe 
that was several rounds of sleep ago” 


She laughed. “It has been a lot of naps. Sorry again. I 
believe that you were talking about your ornithological 
research.” 


“Oh, was I? It isn’t so interesting, really.” Judging that 
attempting to impress one of impressive credentials would 
seem contrived and desperate, and believing that he had 
nothing to impress her with beyond a bit of humility to 
complement his beauty, he conceded his nothingness, albeit 
not fully. “The hill mynah. But I am not the primary 
researcher. Moreover, the way I am being used, is more like 
the equivalent of a member of the maintenance crew than a 
research assistant. I climb up a ladders to do measurements 
for her—she is in her sixties. These are measurements of tree 
cavities, dead nestlings, analysis of the compositions of the 
nests, scraping content of the cavity around the nest to find 
out later what had been fed to the nestlings, and that sort of 
thing.” He enhanced the job description so that it was more 
than the part time measurement of holes and removal of the 
content of deceased nestlings and nests. And just as honesty 
and fabrication could both lure and alienate, forcing selective 
biographical revisionism to take place, so the real narrative of 
happenings could never be recounted. So much either was 
socially unacceptable or too time consuming to explain, so 
shallow general snippets were conveyed as social exchanges of 
the intimate conversation of lonely minds. He wanted to be 
able to tell someone of this, but it could not be done; so the 
mind recounted it to itself. It had been raining and his 
measurements were getting as sloppy as his drenched articles 
of clothing. She took him home and meanwhile he kept 
thinking that although now would not be the time for firing 
him for his stumbles—the rain, after all, was to blame this 
time, impending doom would occur forthwith. He believed 
that she was probably mulling when it would be best to fire 
him. Thus, he invited her up to his room for some hot coco. 
Here is my desk, he told Dr Manee/ Dr Money; here are my 
books; this is my computer near the bed; this is my bed; and 


this, unzipped, is—Did he even fix the coco? He did not 
remember. “But you,” he said, “have work that is truly 
important: Civil rights lawyer, former public defender, 
researching constitutional law and legal codes of various 
countries. I bet your family is very proud of you.” 


“Yes, I guess they are.” 


“Indeed, they should be. It is important to be part of 
something that has the potential of being transformative for 
the good of others and the environment. There are so many 
positions that are counterproductive to both. 


“Your parents are no doubt proud of you too.” 
“Will you be spending a long time in Seoul?” 


“T don’t know” 


Chapter 22 


The finely feigned softness of eyes taking in the 
countenance and seemingly imbibing the disclosures of a 
woman's life with silent commiseration of a true listener and 
confidante--it had never failed him before, but it was failing 
him now, for she told him little and looked out of the window 
inordinately, or at least, to him, the intermittent glances of the 
clouds or blue sky background showed lack of interest in 
communicating with him. But it was not totally 
unprecedented, he re-evaluated the issue once again. His 
mother lost all interest in her doll when he turned thirteen. 
Then, especially then, he was of the same substance as before 
—the same putty being ever shaped into a scholar at all these 
tutorials, all of these competitions from trivia contests to 
English spelling bees, but once she saw a dirty magazine 
surreptitiously tucked away under a folded blanket, he was a 
decadent male—one neither seeking knowledge above nor 
substantive knowledge below -only that which pertained to 
senses, sensations, and flesh. Heaven only knows, she must 
have thought, what else he did under those covers with that 
magazine in all likelihood lodged in one hand. 


This passenger, Cho-Hee, did murmur terse responses to his 
continual questioning, this continual pecking against the 
cranium helmet that encircled the taciturn mind --of reiterated 
regret about not having had any time to enjoy her stay in 
Bangkok which she stated in several forms, a non sequitur of 
looking forward to seeing her dogs after all this time, not 
knowing he had a better dog in store for her, and murmurings 
of even less consequence. Having never failed him before, it 
was failing him now, for this one, he surmised, was more than 
emotions and a hole, and he sensed that could not penetrate 
her so easily. So she might be more trouble than she was 
worth—most women were—and this morbid sojourn to Seoul 
required a bit of fun to counteract the morbidity of the 
occasion—a bit of naked flesh to house his dog on a cold, 
dreary day, and only this. 


A Yongsei University post graduate student, a professional 
lawyer, and a scholar, she was what he once strived to be and 
failed at being with parents who had not only primed but 
pumped their "scholar" in steadfast, singular concentration on 
abstract learning that precipitated his implosion. And now he 
was in part a being who when petrified at the idea of failure 
froze in stupefied inertia during his examinations, and now in 
part he was one who was deliberately orchestrating his 
failures so that his schoolboy years would go on indefinitely. 
He was a symbol of the debris of dead galaxies, and testament 
of the fabric of empty space. Sickness in the past caused 
malingering of the present, the feint of good lies mixed bad 
truths, and real world limitations and sordid inclinations 
avalanched onto the levity of the dream of being a scholar. 


His envy of her made her desired, and the desirability 
smoothed out her facial features, making her all the more 
wanted. But he did not know what he could woo her with-- 
words being hooks on the fishing pole in the joie de guerre, 
nor did he know what bait to feed to this species of fish. Could 
he, he asked himself, contrive an intellectual subject that 
would reel her in: Max Weber’s theory that the Protestant 
revolution was responsible for the impetus of capitalistic 
preoccupations; Adam Smith’s outdated capitalism in which 
one was paid for each product that was produced, and from 
the ability to produce a product successfully and quickly he 
would generate the capital to own his own business; Karl 


Marx’s belief in the continual circulation of capital and 
proletariat ownership of the means to acquire capital; or the 
particular diversification of stocks and bonds that would 
achieve a higher likelihood of security? Perhaps he should talk 
of the protest movement in Thailand and its motto, “We are in 
a nation of sheep ruled by wolves and owned by pigs”—no, not 
when she was likely to sympathize with this sentiment and his 
sole desire was to become a pig...a wanton pig. 


Chapter 23 


And in his mind he was naked riding the bull and rolling her 
in the aisles, the chafing of skin on skin in this forced 
scaffolding of self in intimacy with another as much an 
obsession from this needling of innate pleasure pricks 
prompting the male toward the physical act as it was this 
intense hunger to gnaw away at flesh voraciously as though 
one would die without it, with genitalia, in warped perception, 
transforming into specious beauty, and malevolent odours 
transforming into exotic, inebriating aromas. Exerting more 
control over the wild thing succumbing to his will, he would 
ride the female at a gallop that would end as abruptly as the 
series gyrations itself. What it was all about— this sense that 
just one more time of this repetition of pleasurable encounters 
without variation would satiate him and this deluding of the 
male into a false sense of intimacy and necessity that 
culminated in his ejaculation -- he could not say. 


Sitting there, he determined that with enough innate 
hallucinogens, these chemical reactions, fostering amour in 
the blood stream, a telephone pole could seem a suitable 
match for a sexual partner. No sooner had he thought this 
than his thoughts segued to a tube of toothpaste that could be 
perceived as one's own personal rocket powered spacecraft 
taking him out of this sordid domain; for, in part, he became 
conscious that he had not brushed his teeth. Then he began to 
wonder if his sewage breath was the impetus for this 
passenger turning away from him, seeking sleep and respite 
from such a dandy. Maybe that was it, he thought. Maybe the 
fact that he had not brushed his teeth the last time he was in 


the lavatory had enabled bad bacteria to ferment into sewage- 
breath, and this was causing her to turn away from him. He 
did not know; but it was his best theory since it was such a 
strange phenomenon that he had never encountered before in 
a woman. This peculiar lack of interest in him was quite an 
anomaly. It was unprecedented, and he was beside himself, 
not knowing quite what to do, and wanting Miss Homely all 
the more because of it, with the wistful thought of the three 
hour lady of Bangkok whom he banged with his cock, a woman 
always with the right moves and so hard to forget, occasionally 
punctuating the here and now. 


The sexual act clearly had fewer steps than a dance, and as 
there were not so many moves one could do, one would be 
bored with it easily were it not for these chemicals that ran 
like electricity through the strings of the puppet. The Bangkok 
mistress, giving complete capitulation in the surrender to her 
man, did the act with such a flexible body and with such 
perfect timing as though knowing what each touch at a given 
second linked to all previous touches of all seconds of 
intercourse would do. She knew what must be done to him, 
and in a sense, she was both composer and performing arts 
virtuoso. He was her violin and as she played him it was a 
unique performance. This one, with the appropriate training, 
could do as well, he thought. One only had to put a paper sack 
over her head or hide her face under a pillow and all things 
were possible. 


When he concentrated, he could almost recall one time that 
they were together and nearly every part of their conversation 
verbatim. He must have been fifteen and she, his great aunt, 
was resting her head on the pillow of her sofa holding his 
school book. For her age, she still had that hourglass shape, 
albeit in a horizontally upset manner on the sofa, and he 
noticed that he was attracted to her physically. This attraction 
was repugnant to him, and he was dismissive of it. He got out 
of his chair, stretched, and then sat down again in a lotus 
position on her floor. “I guess that it just means that in 
Einstein’s general relativity any perception of space and time 
is dependent on the gravitational force that the individuals 
perceiving it are subjected to. I don’t think that even Einstein 
would have known what that would be like for those entities 
living on planets with less or more gravitational force if any of 


them were sentient enough to understand space and time. 
Anyhow, I think that the main thing that the author of this 
chapter of your book wants readers to know is that, according 
to Einstein, gravity is only possible if mass is in motion. Thus, 
stars in a given galaxy are clearly suctioned into the 
gravitational force of something bigger--the galaxy that is 
moving in a universe that is also moving. And planets in these 
respective solar systems belonging to their host stars are 
being suctioned into them.” “If that is the case, why didn’t 
they get incinerated with the ashes falling into the stars that 
they belong to millions of years ago?” he asked. “Good 
question,” she said. “They are so heavy that they bend the 
fabric of space. Yes, it is like a fabric. And they are trapped 
there like bowling balls moving perennially in alleys shaped 
like ellipses—they are in the indentation of the fabric of space, 
and this saves them from destruction. See your chapter on 
Kepler to understand ellipses.” “Mother and father, and my 
brother too, think that God created all of this, and it is all very 
orderly—not chaotic and random like I think the author of the 
book suggests.” “Yeah, well, most people do not want to be 
scientific. And they don’t want to accept that life begins and 
ends with no real reason, just chance. People who pass away 
are active presences in the minds of those who once loved 
them, reverberating there as diminished presences and so of 
course people want to believe that they live on and that a 
reunion is possible. In my mind the ultimate blasphemy is this 
Korean proclivity to emulate other countries’ traditions. 
Christianity-- we should have outlawed it long ago. There is no 
god. This is axiomatic. There is injustice everywhere, so if 
there is a God he is the father of injustice which basically 
makes him like a villain or devil, doesn’t it? Remember your 
father whose investment in a tennis court turned out to be 
such a fiasco causing him to turn to a loan shark, with the 
oppression of that nearly crushing him for so long. So there 
are man-made injustices. But worse than social injustices, 
there are natural injustices in life: miscarriages, stillborn 
babies, and deformities just in gestation and birth; and if one 
is not deliberately aborted and is lucky enough to be a normal 
child, so much can go awry: child mortality, for example, as 
natural injustice; child abuse as social injustice. Iam sure 
that there have been volcanic eruptions in prehistoric periods 
that brought Homo sapiens, and before that hominins, to the 


point of extinction. If he exists, he exists in a state of 
indifference to man, and if he is indifferent to man, what good 
is he? Do you understand?” “Yes.” “Also, that bit of God 
creating man in his own image is silly when clearly it would 
have been other dominant species that were cast in his image 
at different geological periods---dinosaurs of the Jurassic 
period; maybe dunkleosteus, placoderms of the Devonian 
period. Do you want some more popcorn? Help yourself.” 
“Sure. Fuck, no god, huh?” “No god. Any other questions?” 
“Yes, why didn’t you ever want to get married?—are you happy 
to live here alone?” “I don’t mind it. True loneliness is losing 
oneself, and I will do anything to avoid that. I don’t want to be 
owned. If you are a woman and married, you are under at 
least some control of a man just like it is if you are in a group 
of three or more people. You make so many compromises to 
be an element of the group that you cease being yourself— 
your true self.” “So, you stay to yourself.” “For the most part. 
It preserves the real me. But enough of me. I bet already you 
have become quite the talk of the town, a true lady’s man at 
your school.” “I have always been that. When I was ten on a 
merry-go-round at the school playground a girl attacked me 
with kisses. She pinned me there as it was turning me, kissing 
every part of my face. I hated it at the time. Now, I would love 
it if that same thing happened. I would have plenty of 
girlfriends now if it weren’t for all these studies.” “Studying is 
important, but this absorption of facts short term to 
regurgitate on standardized tests and forget soon afterwards 
is a waste of time. With enough of that anyone would begin to 
hate learning, and feel like the pleasures of youth are passing 
him by.” “I wish you could tell that to my parents.” “I 
wouldn’t dare. I would be hated and resented if I were to try, 
and less likely to see you. You know how they are. It is better 
just to be quiet. And for you, it is important to remember that 
family is a temporary burden. It too passes away. Breathe 
people in and out like respiration, never holding onto them, 
and you will live a healthier existence.” 


The reason why he wanted the passenger—he forgot her 
name again-- so voraciously was clearly that she had not 
wanted him, that she was not lured in by his handsomeness, 
and had a will of her own that needed to be tamed and broken. 
Only when needing him would he abandon her in the vortex of 
those needs, allowing her to be pulled down and to drown 


within them. Seemingly, she resembled his great aunt in being 
so sturdy and independent, never needing the crutch of a man, 
never subjected to conditioning forces, so seemingly 
invincible, and so bright (but the aunt was a relative double his 
age, that had not been for his having, and now an extinguished 
flame, and this one, this ersatz, this proxy, this facsimile, who 
was just a resemblance to her from a cursory inspection, an 
outlier a third his age, alive but without the durability that 
comes from the tests of life, needed to be penetrated with his 
brute force). 


An extinguished flame she was, presumably because of this 
novel coronavirus, a single RNA that hijacked cells, converting 
them into its factories, an entity not fully alive, and yet virulent 
nonetheless, and having no purpose whatsoever as by killing 
the organism that hosted it, it was killing its own ecosystem. 

If the meek were valued by god and were supposed to inherit 
the earth, they waited forever for the inheritance that never 
was, and within they were not weak at all, as even the meekest 
and weakest had white blood cell killers attacking and 
consuming bacteria and viruses; and of the container of this 
ecosystem, the human being, why did the selfish and brutal 
thrive, and the weak get trodden on? One had to be an 
aggressor in this world. There was no other choice: exploit or 
be exploited, prey or be the prey. No man, he thought, would 
want the burden of any woman were it not for these chemical 
inducements of dopamine, serotonin, and testosterone, and the 
thought of the pleasure from sexual activity with her. Pleasure 
for the sake of pleasure rather than the Aristotelian idea of 
pleasure existing as positive reinforcement or complement to a 
good activity was the impetus for continuing on in this life, for 
human animals and animals in general were trapped on this 
rock, revolving around the sun unceasingly year after year, 
generation after generation, so what choice did it have but in 
boredom and inconsequentiality to find pleasures in this 
captivity on this hijacked ball. 


Chapter 24 


Hill mynah males like common barn owls there to mate with 
their mates for life...But man, normally, can envisage more to 
a Self than simple social programming, especially when having 
instincts that urge him to procreate with the masses...people 
are nothing but pit stops providing fuel for one for a time and 
then one must go on in the car race of life...why don’t other 
people see relationships in that way?...Am I such a libertine? 
Maybe I am...unrelenting women thinking they are inextricably 
bound to a man for entering and gyrating within their private 
apertures—I have bound up many of them to bedposts upon 
their requests, always graciously in honor of their wishes, 
always the gentleman...but with the problems they create for 
me, I should have allowed them to stay strapped there, rotting 
under their ties to the bedpost...each year several women I am 
not involved with fall in love with me in addition to those I am 
involved with—no, being ugly as a mud fence would not be 
such a curse for a guy. It might even be a real blessing...The 
three hour lady, as Kittya calls her, always wanting to be 
slapped on her buttocks...is that rape to inflict her with a bit of 
pain upon her request or upon her consent...moods were 
always changing...consent at one moment was being 
victimized the next, especially when imaging and experiencing 
can be considerably different...rape is such a subjective word, 
isn’t it?... the wish to achieve and withdraw from intimacies 
changing in degrees with every second...much more so with 
women at the time of the physicalities, much so men 
afterwards... men so fixated on their pleasures...at least I am... 
that to do anything against one’s will is a general form of 
rape...having to hold down a job one does not like to have 
money to exist is rape—what else can it be?...and to male gods 
with animal bodies, instincts and pleasure impulses rape them 
every moment, reducing their concentration, making them less 
than what they should be...the four tits bent and doling out 
peanuts to plebeians in economic class seem to be leaving, 
maybe getting more nuts, maybe hiding in a corner for a 
minute to recuperate from all these male stares undressing 
them...No, they never do more than nuts for these lowlifes to 
which I am one...I am going nuts sitting here all alone...God, 
what if there is a quarantine in Seoul and I am stuck there in 
the family home all that time...and even if allowed to leave, all 
masked and hiding, what would I have to offer, and what fun 
would that be?...yes, the four tits are going at this time... 


meanwhile, the passenger, the potential purveyor of fun to 
break what will no doubt be the tedium of preparing for 
Sunday school lessons that Mother will thrust upon me, 
remains antisocial in her sleep withdrawals...no, not absolutely 
immune to a man’s comely appearance and charm but 
somewhat immune...is my face now becoming puffy and saggy 
with age...brawn going to blubber...maybe this is what the 
liquor has done to me, expediting old age...it couldn’t help... 
years ravaging the appearance of unwitting youth... the 
thought of reverting to roles outgrown makes me nauseous... 
how could an atheist pick up that story book considered the 
singular truth and pore over such obsolescence, trying to 
aggregate the stories into some theme for contemporary 
youth...have it relate to an era of cutthroat competition, even 
in school, peer pressure, addiction, and now a pandemic...And 
if the plane were to explode would the luggage or the people 
and their severed limbs be the first to plummet to the 
ground...According to Galileo all objects fall at the same rate 
but some would have more air resistance and stay in the air 
longer...Oh, god, my high school physics seems to be leaving 
me...my great aunt contributing substantially to what scientific 
knowledge I once had, but she has left and my memories of 
what she taught have left...we always lose people and the 
things that they have given us...so he thought amongst other 
thoughts that went on spinning out a priori and a posteriori in 
this way—this way that went on ad infinitum. 


With rare exceptions, he always thought, a woman was 
desperate to be inextricably bound to a man—yes, he had tied 
up many of them to bedposts upon their requests, and done so 
most graciously in honor of their wishes with ties that were 
both literal and figurative (several times when actually tied 
they winced, and tried to pull back, thinking him as though he 
were an abductor—yes, he was the abductor). These fish, he 
thought, were fishing for a hook. But, based upon what he had 
witnessed, the flight attendant that he was eyeing seemed to 
escape any lure of flirtatious male passengers who were more 
forward in their approaches than he was. Looking like such a 
meal unto herself, apparently this one did not feel particularly 
bound to bring him a meal although, as he remembered it, he 
had paid for one. She came through the aisle with another 
beauty and a cart, distributing more packets of nuts to the 
long throng of passengers, and he, despite his beauty, was not 


her priority. Beauty, he thought, was a fairly common thing in 
this world, and its lack of rarity was lack of value; and for 
those who had it, why would they want more of it—more of this 
nothingness? 


Anyhow, he, for example, was probably more inclined 
toward mature women like Dr. Manee, the birdwoman --much 
more than what he consciously believed--, and such old fowl 
would probably get more of his touches and attentions were it 
not for the flexibility and inhibitions of the young chicks. 
There was a time, he thought, that his soft, inveigling eyes 
pulled a woman’s secrets out of her and, from his beauty, he 
physically immobilized her with imaginings of his stun gun. 
There was a time that he could hardly imagine ever being 
slighted, and did not know of being inwardly seared by his own 
female fumbling and ineptitude. But luckily, mood and attitude 
alter all, and gigoloing for an older woman of means, albeit 
less natural, could, from lengthened sessions and experience, 
become an acquired taste. A connoisseur, a bon vivant, 
cherished most the older bottles of wine, and so would he. 


All women, he counter-thought, were ogresses that 
amorous feelings distorted into beauties; but then perhaps this 
lawyer seated next to him thought of men in a similar vein— 
that, except for the blinding transformative force of love, they 
were savages and ogres like Huns and Vikings, and who is to 
say that they were not. Perhaps, in reference to him, it wasn’t 
that his beauty, at this age, had diminished and became 
ineffectual, but that even at this advanced age of youth (the 
beginning of middle age) it was too garish for her, and she, in 
her state of homeliness, felt nauseous to be in this intense 
light. Thus, there were these closed eyelids so much of the 
time. The girl needed sunglasses and then she could reorient 
herself and look directly into her sun. But positives and 
negatives were attracted to each other, and the wealthy were 
sometimes drawn to the impecunious, even if initially repulsed 
by them, for to have meaning such a woman would require a 
homeboy to share her wealth with. But they who like him 
knew that there was no meaning in life became relegated to 
licentious pleasures and salacious encounters. 


Chapter 25 


She woke to the question, asked in English--English as 
there must have been some doubt in the flight attendant’s 
mind as to the nationality of such a homely mutant--as to 
whether or not she wanted nuts and a beverage to which she 
responded that she did. She wanted them both. Oh, he 
thought playfully, as the mundane of life was bitter on his 
tongue and bored as he was in this aerial trapping, and by the 
emotional resonance of this earlier silence that he had 
endured, of course she would--glutton that this, or any, woman 
was, as a cupid of cupidity (this was the mental game of 
disparagement that he played, not knowing if from it he might 
be stumbling on heretofore unperceived truth or was being 
swept away in wild inaccuracies, and caring little in either 
case). She asked if she could have coffee and was told that she 
could. He hoped that it would keep her awake for a while, but 
he doubted that it would. 


He told himself that she, living in a world of abstractions of 
legal codes, statues, and stipulations, clearly was insensible to 
beauty (not that he really knew—not that he knew anyone 
really), and if she were to be handed a flower before the 
deflowering, would dissect it in hundreds of Latin terms and 
tags in the appellations of nomenclature, and before 
consenting to bedroom acrobatics would, in addition to a 
request for a manual guide, need to have an itemized account 
of the minutes of minute manoeuvres that would be expected 
of her to perform. And who knows, he thought, if they could 
even be performed unless a wingman lured her with legalistic 
love letters of jurisprudence and then hid in the corners of a 
hotel room before the successful nailing through the artfulness 
of two men in the counterpanes of a ménage a trois. 


The names of soulless men of Seoul who were his buddies 
and might be called on for such an event, or series of events 
(sex after all being a sports event) ran through his mind. He 
smiled. The mind could at times be so entertaining, he 
thought; but humour and gravity were not realms that were so 
easily demarcated or circumscribed, and often experienced 
transfigurations in which both overlapped or became the 
antithesis of what they once were. She noticed his rapturous 
fixation uncomfortably. It was a solicitous gaze that soon 


became quite unnerving. However, as it did not intimate 
anything sinister, she got used to it quickly. 


“What part of Bangkok do you live in?” she asked to ward 
off the awkwardness of the silence. 


“Bangkapi,” he said, smiling brightly at this lawyer who, in 
this contrary state, or, if perceived more favorably, this je ne 
Sais quoi, was still impervious and impenetrable, and 
absolutely inscrutable to man. “It is good to see you awake 
once again.” The sarcasm was so gentle that it almost seemed 
like commiseration for he knew that women loved 
commiseration. How easily one could feign a role of 
benefactor and, so lacking authenticity as life was, how easily 
he could half-believe it himself. 


“T almost feel like you want to hold a parade every time I 
wake up.” 


“IT do. Rare things deserve to be celebrated.” He chuckled. 


“Hmm. Anyhow, so, as I understand it, you are a graduate 
student in zoology and are employed in research. Is that 
right?” How far off she was. He had surely mentioned that he 
was a finance major while misleading her enough to allow her 
to infer that he was also pursuing an advanced degree; 
however, if she knew it before, she had forgotten now. But it 
did not seem to matter. What seemed good or bad short-term 
could be the reverse long-term and even the tragic could be 
serendipitous somehow. He just smiled. 


“T assume that you are coming back home to see your wife 
and children?” she continued. 


“A wife?” 
“Yes. Aren’t you married? You are still single?” 


Zipping his private appendage up, and carrying it around as 
a man did, the phallus was his alone. A woman could not own 
a man’s genitalia, and in that singular sense, if not others as 
well, he and all men were indeed single. 


“Yes, single,” he finally said after demurring. 


“Why? ” 
“Why what?” 


“Why are you single at your age? I mean you are quite a bit 
older than I am.” 


“Older than you are?” 


“Yes, obviously. Well, sorry to tell you this, but you didn’t 
just hatch out of a tortoiseshell recently, did you?” 


“An old tortoise, am |?” 


She could see the look of indignant pride and consternation 
on his face. It was of one who was still grappling with the 
dichotomy of impending ravages of age on a still handsome 
countenance. She laughed. “Well?” 


“T want that which is not so easy to have: to link to an 
advanced mind, to an advanced spirit.” 


“An advanced mind and spirit of a male or female?” 
“Female, of course, and no I am not homophobic.” 


“Who said that you were? So, you want a spiritual girl, a 
religious girl?” It was a treacherous hybrid of statement and 
question to which an answer at either polarity might offend or 
bore her (if he was shown to be the churchgoing type it would 
indicate ignorance and stupidity, while a nuanced answer 
would seem equivocal if not uncertain, and obsequious or 
fulsomely compromising if not craven like one seeking to 
ingratiate himself to a woman when, as he saw it, any woman 
should ingratiate herself to him). 


“A woman who is sensitive to the disparities of life, who 
tries to tackle these problems the best that can be done in the 
limited scope of her life, within her experiences and 
encounters with marginalized people. Anyhow, for your 
information, I will be visiting my parents and younger brother. 
I will give you my phone number. Maybe you do—I don’t 
know--, but I don’t think you want to lose me right away. We 
are becoming friends.” 


The plane was moving forward like a time machine going 
back into the past. He knew that he was moving forward to 
that which was behind, and so with every moment that passed 
he wanted, even more, for the plane to U-turn so that he might 
go back to Bangkok. If it continued to go forward these 
abusers, this former family, would become ever more real and 
less easily shaken off, not that family could be so easily shaken 
off with one hand or both in his father’s pockets. Suddenly, he 
wanted conversation desperately as diversion, distraction, and 
deflection from these morbid thoughts. “I want to know more 
about you,” he said. 


“Like I said, my situation is similar to yours in a way as we 
are both studying and doing research. I am a civil rights 
lawyer seeking expertise in international law and finishing a 
PHD program. I have been researching the legal codes of 
various countries on civil rights protections with my long-term 
goals, possibly, that of teaching or becoming a legislator 
specialized in these matters.” 


This was far from measuring tree cavities and dead 
nestlings, so humility, he deemed, was the best tactic. “Wow! 
See, that is what I need—that is the mental and spiritual 
connection that I need. I must admit that I do nothing 
comparable to that—my nondescript research is a few 
measurements after climbing a ladder, nothing more.” 


“No, I think it is noble work to be an advocate and defender 
of endangered species—I think it is wonderful.” Clearly, there 
was a rapt gaze upon him now and he could tell that she 
thought the rugged aspect of it was manly and was perhaps 
imagining his brawny body perspiring in the forest; clearly 
with the right words, these female towers would all eventually 
crumble and fall next to such stalwart male beauty. 


Chapter 26 


“Aren’t you going to ask more specific information on 
where I will be staying?” 


She relented. “I might. Where will you be staying, 
specifically?” She laughed. 


“With family in Seong dong gu, but unlike you, I am less 
eager to stay with mine. Am I allowed to look you up while I 
am there?” 


“Here. Let me have that. You will only get a receptionist 
if you use that number.” She took back one business card, and 
gave him another one. 


“You can be reached with this?” 


“Can be, yes. But, as I said before, I want to spend time 
with family, and I need to do some writing on the dissertation 
so, Iam sorry to say, there isn’t much chance of us meeting. 
And besides, you have to go to a funeral. I am sure you want 
to offer comfort to your family. Were you close to her? Who 
was she?” 


“My grandmother’s sister. Yes, more than the others in 
some ways. My brother is okay, but besides that, not so much. 
Well, if I am not allowed to call I don’t know what I will do with 
this thing. I guess it will make a nice sail on the plastic boat 
that I play with when taking my bath.” He knew that he had 
her—that despite her feigned indifference consisting of demur 
and reticence, she was now conceptualizing him, in her mind, 
as naked in his family’s bathtub, playing with his plastic boat 
and his Loch Ness Monster. 


“Well, whatever floats your boat,” she said, “but if you 
decide to put it in your wallet it will make it easier to call me 
from time to time.” 


“Are you sure? I hate to intrude.” 


“Do you? Callif you want. Be careful with that,” she said 
as he drank some more water. 


“T want,” he said, but he was no longer sure that he did. 
Wishing more than ever that he were back home amongst the 
three hour lady and the cornucopia of other women, he sank 
into himself and did not say anything further, stared at the 
clouds for a moment, and then glanced at photographs of a 
travel magazine that he opened onto his lap. Whether 
whatever attraction he had for her was merely to the 
successes of her life academically and professionally, 


experiences that he vicariously imagined as his own, conflated 
with this novelty of a more indifferent approach of a woman of 
not immediately swooning before him, or was merely a female 
presence who in boredom he toyed with for a time, he could 
not tell. 


Chapter 27 


And not in volition or fomented in any conscious yearnings, 
there, for a second, or was it for a moment, was a tiger, 
creature of pulchritude, creature of ominous portent, mulling 
and devouring a woman—her, the passenger Cho Lee, it might 
have been (he was not sure, even in the dream), but with the 
happening devoid of meaning (not of even providing fructose, 
glucose, and galactose to fuel the yearning to devour, but what 
else would be the quintessence of life than what it was devoid 
of). To kill, whether it be the Roman caltrop to gain and 
restructure Gallia Celtica or in a plant sprawling its network of 
leaves and roots to overtake light and nutrients that will 
domineer and destroy adjacent life via monopoly, came a novel 
thought that destruction, malevolent and intended, or 
unintentional, revamped the quantum of all in new 
arrangements, and was not only moral but the essential 
component of life like the flattening of a galaxy in a black hole, 
or so he said to himself in a verisimilar rationalization. 


No, he said to himself, wincing from the thought and so 
rebuffing and then eschewing this aftermath of this daydream 
or dream (his mind in a state between both drowsiness and full 
sleep). Parts of his mind, he thought to himself, were 
refractory. They were reprobates and insurrectionists against 
the majority of the self—not that the majority was always in 
the right (The tyranny of the majority as Toqueville phrases it); 
and yet this might be one of those unpalatable truths 
nonetheless. Veracity was often a dark truth that was quite 
uncomfortable to bear. 


“Japan has a panache with the pastiche—for Korea there is the 
most conservative ideas monotonously and uniformly thrust on 
all -if there are still tea ladies and barber babies to give it a bit 
of flavour this is all, and this I will descend into, into this 


monotony, but not for long and phoenixes rise; and rise from 
the dirt I will do, from impecunious to gold coins in my pocket; 
and a man with money never gets these looks; he can raid the 
bitches all his life without a scowl to encounter—not that 
sticking my dick in holes is everything, just a great deal, but 
yes there are a thousand more books to read, an 
understanding to be had, but I will be what Iam which isa 
creature of instincts who does not welter in mental reproaches 
for what I do as a man...” so he thought (his feelings more 
eloquent, his thoughts more disjointed). 


He looked at her who was fully awake, smiled, and spoke 
blithely. "And what of you, my charming and handsome friend, 
Yohan? Where exactly will you be staying during your stay in 
Seoul?-- Oh, thank you for asking, my dear fellow passenger, 
fellow prisoner on this flight” (he flashed the business card 
next to his eyes), “Cho Lee. I will live with some people. Oh, 
amazing,” he said, feigning a female voice all the more in 
persona B of his dialogue, “People. I don’t know of anyone 
living with someone who has ever lived with people. Well, I 
do, deep in the heart of Seoul. And what of Bangkok? Who do 
you stay with in Bangkok? Oh, thank you for asking, a ladyboy 
or a boylady, I do not know. She is my roommate. 
Homophobic? No, not I.” 


“Is that supposed to mean that I am not inquisitive enough 
or too quiet?” 


“You seem to slip into yourself quite a bit” 
“T suppose so.” 


“Maybe I bother you,” he said with an amicable tone and a 
compassionate smile, but beyond the gloss was an irascibility 
and an offended wince 


“No, not at all. You are half way amusing.” 
“Half way? How do I get to the other half?” 


“I gave you my business card. I think that you should 
consider that a win.” 


“T scored.” 


“T wouldn’t take it that far. But something. Now that I have 
taken a nap I really need to get back to my reading during the 
flight.” 


“What will you be reading?” 


She picked up a book, and opened it up halfway with the 
bookmark. “Legal mumbo jumbo.” 


wy 


“T see.” He saw that his company was eschewed like old 
shoes of little priority and worth, and reeling from the affront, 
he weltered, not knowing what he should do with the 
remaining time on the plane and thinking obsessively, and as 
obsessively wishing not to, that if he were to ever take her out, 
she would be the take out meal to which he would both devour 
and dilapidate in hard thrusts. He skimmed through movies 
and music for a while until the headphones felt too tight, and 
then he tossed them onto his lap. 


For a few seconds he felt something similar to an out of 
body experience with energy that might seem to be a soul, not 
that he believed that he or anyone had one, ascending. He 
unbuckled as the sign was off and headed into the toilet, the 
only sanctuary from this sedentary stifling of being to which, in 
this bird that seemed not to be flying, but flew nonetheless at 
speeds that were vast, there was nothing at all glamourous. 
And there he was, unbuckled with pants down and out 
amongst the stench therein, taking pride in his comely and 
virile appearance (comely manhood, and this late in life, being 
the only thing that he, a swindler, a drifter, a defunct scholar, 
could be proud of). Despite himself, he ruminated pensively 
about loss of his great and began to feel dizzy. Did he prefer 
that she be alive for the remainder of his life, never to 
bequeath to him anything, or deceased and he inheriting much 
of what he wished to inherit. He did not know. 


How any of us stayed sane in this plane of existence in 
which all that seemed real, with some permanent foundation, 
was merely fleeting, he did not know. Nothing was known 
absolutely, and as all truth was just the most plausible of 
choices he, he reproved himself, really should have more 
sympathy for the strange entities that came out of this crucible 
—the people like his roommate Kitya who lost sight on whether 
she was a male or a female in it all. She/he/it had driven him to 


the airport while, in the back seat, he fondled, kissed, and dry 
humped the three hour lady, Emily, as she westernized her 
name as being. The epithet of the three hour lady had been the 
invention of Kitya years ago when the two of them had taken 
an English class at a language school, and upon sitting 
together had lunch afterwards, and discussed their lives. Yes, 
he knew that she had been looking at them in the rear view 
mirror when driving him to the airport, altering it so that she 
could see these X rated moves of a G rated movie. He 
urinated, washed his hands, and returned to his seat. Of the 
lawyer seated next to him, he wanted only for her mouth upon 
him now--only this, as he mourned the loss of his great aunt 
and worried about the agony he would experience in having to 
pretend to enjoy the church services that his parents would 
expect him to attend. Lord, nearly everyone in Seoul had 
become Christian under the American influence. He sighed. 


Chapter 28 


The bland repast was already eaten when the belated 
second glass of intoxicant finally came for he whom straight 
reality would be like consuming undiluted spirits, and then its 
content was imbibed --some of the predominate appetites of 
the beast, but by no means all, satiated for a time. The 
primitive creature, in chasing pleasures, evading pain, and 
following all survivalist programming (not much else to be had 
from human experience, as varied as it was, when none of 
these impulses could be transcended), never capable of linear 
evolvement and always in circuitous snags. The reprieve from 
the pecking of instinctual cravings the way a piece of bread 
mitigated hunger pains lasted no more than a minute. But it 
was quite a minute! This being without desires, this greatest 
of all pleasures, was nonpareil—at best, somewhat equivalent 
to cigarette and rest in bed after being ravaged by sexual 
hungers. He needed a cigarette now. He needed to break 
open a door and fly out of the plane. He needed his fly open. 
He needed a round on a punching bag. He needed a woman. 
But this woman on the plane would be his fora time. That he 
could be sure of. 


Habitually he, the libertine, the reprobate, the nearly 
middle aged schoolboy, was troubled by nothing even if the 
nothingness of his life-- the lack of success and money-- 
redounded caustically, from time to time, like a neglected 
truculent dog biting his feet. But in this crucible anxieties that 
were frothed ran over the rim, and that which was troubling 
him redoubled in scope every few minutes with the mild 
descent of the plane, for it was the descent that was the source 
of the trouble. The closer the airplane came to Seoul the more 
apprehensive he was of going there. It was the visceral 
familiar feeling as of a rock changing into a boulder within and 
cramming out his entrails, with the descent seeming to parallel 
his life. This god fearing family of Bible thumpers repulsed 
him to no end; but being with them, he consoled the self, 
would be brief; and master of disguises as he was, he could 
smile warmly and they would not know anything different. 


And if it was so that he would be stepping into roles they 
deigned for him like being forced to wear a boy’s pyjamas, 
would it not be somewhat comforting to be a boy once again 
just for a period of days—even if an oversized boy with a 
boner. He was erect, now, but erect for what? The passenger 
next to him, every time that he looked upon her, did not gain, 
in his glances, any attractive qualities, nor did she lose 
unattractive ones. It was entirely possible that he had 
overlooked something, and had not appreciated her fully. He 
told himself that there had to be more than meets the eye, but 
there wasn’t. She was and would always be a homely young 
woman; but homeliness notwithstanding, she was what he had 
wanted to be for so long—a successful scholar, a professional, 
albeit a legal professional, whose brilliance was resplendent 
on her business card, and it was that which was the 
succulence that excited him. 


Chapter 29 


At this age, his age, he thought, the recrudescence of 
appetites for women should be waning slightly--if for no other 
reason, he reasoned, than the jading of repetition of the futile 
act of intimacy that was attained less through this physical 
channel than even the loose turgid verbiage of mendacities, 


prevarications, and lies—it all redounding to no avail. No, 
scolded that conscience or soul, that din of complexity (he did 
have one, craven and pusillanimous as it was—he did have one 
even though locating it was difficult as deep as it was in the 
thickets of the jungle of self). No, the conscience said, 
instincts, urges of manhood, should at least be muted during 
this time of a funeral and its aftermath of grief. Not long after 
his arrival in Seoul there would be the ceremony for the 
cremation of one, the only one really, who had meant a great 
deal to him—that which meant much ultimately extinguished 
for any being. Why, in light of this reality, he had not become 
even more phlegmatic, more indifferent, more callous and cold 
to life (not that one who threw out his bitches, with the 
exception of the three hour lady, the way each day he wadded 
his doffed underwear into a ball and threw it into his laundry 
basket like one seeking to score by throwing basketball into 
the hoop, he was a warm individual), he did not know. 
Whatever was good was arrogated or purloined by God himself 
if this malevolent deity even existed. He didn’t exist—it was 
just basic logic that men who have favourable lives think that 
God favours them, and hates the runts, but that means that the 
God they are worshiping is the God that hates the mild and 
meek and thus they are in fact worshiping the devil but 
believing otherwise. 


Oh, why couldn’t he just tug the sleeve of this woman to his 
right and say openly, listen bitch, open those legs up to me for 
I am compelled to feign-- Iam compelled to play this game in 
family in which I have to teach Sunday school and go to 
church, maybe see my wife and kid, and as being what is not 
me is so unpleasant I need to bang pussy, and as yours is 
handy, and as I don’t have time to search for any other, I want 
you to extend to me yours (don’t say no when I am an expert in 
cunnilingus). And why couldn’t he just admit to his parents 
that his real intent was not to be with them in shared grief but, 
to a large degree, because he wanted to inherit money from 
the will and make sure that his father continued to support his 
perennial education abroad with thousand dollar contributions 
each month; but instead, when the will is mentioned he will no 
doubt change the conversation sharply to some trivial subject 
like the weather so that his family thinks that the subject 
repulses him, and he will take parts of the Bible (he had 
memorized a good part of it in his youth to secure their 


affections) and make some lesson that will score brownie point 
with his parents—he will of course rehearse it to them before 
the great show—to secure access to his father’s wallet. 


If he was a smiler, if he was a dissembler, it was they who 
forced him to be such. How he wanted to return to being that 
ingenuous Child he once was briefly-- shooting off a pop gun, 
chasing leaves blowing and skidding on the sidewalk, hunting 
down crawdads, sticking candy cigarettes in his mouth (once 
or twice trying real ones), discarding his paper boy route one 
time with his friend, bicycling way up into the hills of Seoul to 
imagine the lives of emperors in the past and pretend to be 
one himself (they both were Emperor Sejong the Great, the 
same and different)—No, no, celebrating being alive was not to 
be allowed. No, one had to be the little scholar. 


Curtailing virility in the wake of death was surely not too 
much to expect of the self. She, his prey, had given him her 
business card as he had given his card for the Institute of 
Tropical Animals and Avian Research (no, it did not have his 
name on it, as he was a nobody there—a cunnilingus expert, if 
anything, who sometimes climbed ladders and looked in hill 
mynah cavities as an ersatz to the back aching bird mistress). 
Yes, he was a handsome being, one of millions with this 
waning illumination, this insidious, diurnal rot of pulchritude, 
who, as gigolo, stuck out his tongue to the cavity to get her 
head before the copulation. This was his part time job, but 
what other could be had for one of beauty and little skills. Just 
because they, these two passengers sitting as two beings 
quarantined in the belly of this metallic bird, exchanged cards, 
it did not mean that anything sordid would have to happen to 
destroy the grieving process that he owed his aunt, he said to 
himself. No, the self was not so easily convinced by a bout of 
conscience. 


His brain, din of complexity, felt like the beating of 
percussion, and only from the pleasurable release of 
frustration in sexual contact, he told himself, would there be 
peace. No, he told himself, with wife, a girlfriend/“sister”, a 
three hour lady/main mistress replacing the “sis”, a 
transsexual he was obligated to kiss to get his rent paid for, a 
birdlady professor whose aching back from examining the tree 
cavities of hill mynahs he often massaged, leading to her body 


being serviced by her employee with all its accompanying 
thrusts, there was no peace. There was no peace to be had in 
women complexities. Like the conquistador Cortez, arrogating 
his chocolate and his vanilla, there were these whores without 
complications who would take the urinating humiliations upon 
the rapist’s completion of his hard unadulterated, 
uncompromised full thrusts to achieve acme of pleasure in 
each movement of forced entry—this, he needed more of, he 
told himself. He needed more whores and less girlfriend 
perplexities. 


To escape scholarship he had taken his first girlfriend, the 
two timing, perfidious ballerina; to escape lamentations that 
this love was also unreal, he took his second girlfriend, the 
cellist who from time to time, when in her car, hid him under 
the dashboard so as to ensure that she was not seen with one 
not of her class. Yes, especially now with all these years and 
nothing to show for it, he was a true unequivocal failure; but 
as a failure he was a man and not a societal function; and if he 
was left out of his great aunt’s will, he would have to continue 
to dissimulate and manipulate his parents to get the financial 
resources that would maintain this manhood—swindle, to have 
it, for lack of a better word, scavenging for it the best that a 
man can. By subtly blaming them for causing him to “freeze 
up” during tests (his fear of failure acute, but not that acute) 
he saved himself from their reproaches, but it required a little 
bit more to keep the coffers open—there needed to be these 
family reunions. And here he was in the bowels of this 
archaeopteryx flying into Seoul; and when the bowel 
movement was made he, this shit, would come out of the anus 
in the dung heap that was Seoul. 


Chapter 30 


No, an urban environment like Seoul, he thought, was 
hardly a return to the bowels of misery that one experienced in 
small town life that was so provincial and insular, so stultifying 
and restrictive (for a year and a half his father had that 
teaching post at a private girl’s school in Umsong, and 
although he liked bicycling in the natural surroundings, his 


parents felt that their son’s education would be inadequate 
there, and their distaste for rural life was soon implanted into 
the son). But it was in Seoul that his liberty had been 
constrained. It was here that the absurd dream of being a 
scholar came into fruition—a dream that of his parents and not 
his but fed to him and believed nonetheless the way children 
do; and once part of a person, was hard to reject without 
rejecting self entirely, and as it was theirs, was hard to reject 
without rejecting them—ambition as much ball and chain as 
rural residents marrying and breeding their families upon 
graduating from high school. Had it gone much further he 
would have been one more domino pushed over the edge—an 
edge that was the mental construct of ever more future 
ambitions that would never turn out as one wished no matter 
how assiduous the efforts, with the perennial strivings of 
futility bringing about the final implosion of the fallen. It was 
also the place in which he had been spoon-fed Christian 
fodder, making the metropolis of Seoul seem as small as 
Lopburi Thailand with its monkey venerations, and himself 
infantile in the process. Thus, with the plane lowering its 
altitude a little, as indicated on the electronic map on the 
monitor above, he grew ever more apprehensive about being 
back in the Korean peninsula. 


Coronavirus—there have been worse contagions, surely, he 
thought: medieval plague, the all-consuming motivational drive 
to succeed to get their love. He was not sure that he was 
immune to it yet. He was their shame, but they pretended 
otherwise. Having built him up for years, there was no way to 
lower the edifice or allow it to be dashed to oblivion from 
gravity without causing a scene so all that could be done was 
to keep it inflated in mid-air. Whether they actually believed 
that he became petrified in fear of failure when taking tests 
when it was far more sensible to believe that he was chasing 
women and not going into the test sessions which was the 
predominant truth of the matter, the issue was moot; for it 
occurred to him several years ago that he should tell them this 
to impound them in their guilt, and in so doing secure his right 
to study abroad, out of site, with no expectations of 
graduating, and this it accomplished. To speak of him to their 
friends as part of a recondite research project was far easier 
than admitting his failures. But there were times he froze. 
And earlier in high school he had even gotten so nervous that 


he wet his pants. The hand drier in the boy’s bathroom 
evaporated all traces of the stain that was branded on the 
brain and became imprimatur to the mind. Even then he knew 
that he had leverage over them 


He looked at her. The homely princess was no longer 
sleeping but reading some law book or another when, in his 
opinion, she should be mesmerized by his beauty, worshiping 
the statue of David before it depreciates further. As he had no 
one to talk to and nothing to do, and one could only go into the 
bathroom to admire the size of his penis just so many times in 
a given day, maybe, he thought, it was time for the plane to 
land and the act to begin. 


In early boyhood, he thought, I blew with the limbs of the 
tree... was verdant as the grasses that I did summersaults in... 
was son of the sun, and the birds called to me, but those days 
perished quickly, and the celebration of life ending, it was 
replaced by this ersatz of life, this proxy of living called 
scholarship that was then to be superseded with a more 
artificial form of living, work, that would take one into old age. 
No, Umsong had not been so bad, despite all their grousing of 
its lack of conveniences, its rustic lack of culture. When in the 
throes of scholarship as an adolescent and reflecting upon it, it 
was like a grasshopper being allowed out of the container to 
remember what it was like to be fully alive but knowing it 
would be shoved back into the container once again.... The 
thought had been pleasant and cruel....If they now wonder 
whether this loser of a man that is their son refuses to 
graduate purposefully and contemptuously, they never speak 
of it and they won’t speak of it when I am there, so maybe they 
too believe that maintaining this middle aged loser is their 
fate, their punishment for being born, their deserved 
imprecations of the gods. An organism that was under threat 
of extinction made ever more mistakes in its cellular 
replication, and in all the mutations that would not be 
advantageous to its survival some would actually turn out 
beneficial. Maybe a strain of coronavirus should arise to evade 
detection, and end humanity altogether, he thought. He 
couldn’t see how the brief presence of man vanishing from the 
planet would even be missed when longer lasting ones would 
have been entirely unknown were it not for scant fossilized 
records, and even longer lasting ones were not afforded that. 


If there is a passenger on the plane right now, who was 
subjected to the contagion, he should breathe upon him now, 
he thought. 


Chapter 31 


The plane landed and before it had finished taxiing down 
the runway she excused herself either before or after tripping 
over his feet in her effort to get her luggage from the overhead 
compartment and depart from him entirely. That he was sure 
of: this impetus to depart from him entirely--“The bitch!” he 
thought, nearly dissimulating kindness that would add more 
loose ties onto her association with him, if not lasso her back 
to the seat, but he did not know what to say. Furthermore, he 
was not able to concentrate on her anyhow with family 
members conceptualized in his head distracting him by 
becoming ever more material spectres with every second that 
passed. Thus, he said nothing but half-way wanting a different 
plane to back up and collide with this one to extend his time on 
the tarmac, or for a meteor to strike the Earth so that he 
would never have to go into Seoul Incheon Airport, and to give 
hope for the planet after the human race was gone—certainly 
male predators like himself, less sublimated in institutions and 
thus more fully instinctual should be eliminated, he thought. 
He ruminated more. More refined than the actual thoughts 
themselves, the rumination went: Would it to any degree 
matter if the coronavirus under stress mutated so many 
haphazard replications that enough successful variants 
emerged from the errors to overwhelm immune defences of 
the human race, causing it to become extinct tomorrow? All 
other dominant species, so many which had lasting prowess, at 
last fell off the precipice of the respective geological periods 
that they were assigned to—no, had been their domains, for 
surely none were destined for anything, just by-products of 
various causes. Homo sapiens, that are slightly more 
sentient in uncommon traces of detached logic with common 
animalistic subjective emotions, will not be the first to find 
itself perennial. Consciousness of self in the delusion that 


there are selves, make them continually slamming against 
each other like billiard balls; and thus a wonder the human 
race has gone all this time without anarchy and annihilation— 
that it has taken the destruction of the environment to bring us 
to the brink....Oh, how he wanted to slam into human flesh to 
exact revenge on being born without his consent by playing 
Russian Roulette with his inherent cannon that could shoot out 
conception of another being who also will not be given 
permission to be born. 


Treacherous bitch that the ballerina was, he thought, she 
was no fool--he had to grant her that. She knew that a man 
who aspires for a complete personal life in his love of her 
would be going nowhere in a world so unideal, so mundane as 
this, and as she walked halfway into the clouds with him fora 
time she kept a foot grounded on the earth and a hand ina 
businessman's pockets, the bitch! And this one, this passenger 
whom he would be passing intimacies with (with her 
homeliness and his beauty, she had to succumb to him 
eventually), he wanted her at this moment to be kissing his 
feet, begging for the insertion of his beauty into that homely 
flesh. There had been one--only one woman whom he 
frequented who did not fall for him, and she was the three 
hour lady who succumbed to him physically in everything fully 
but loved her children much more than him, and thus never 
loved him completely. Riding her in the hope of breaking that 
wild horse was half the excitement; and as he could never 
break her spirit, he could keep riding her for life. It had 
become the longest and most important relationship of his life, 
for his wife, in getting pregnant, had injected toxicity and 
lethality into that romance—she got him into marriage but it 
was a Pyrrhic victory. And what did one win but a man in 
marrying a man who was a failure—a middle aged womanizing 
schoolboy. 


So many women he had after this so called wife, and all of 
them saw themselves as his, and all his other involvements as 
unfaithful to them; but if a quick bit of masturbation or an 
innocent Thai massage on an aching back was no more being 
unfaithful than a visit to a chiropractor, he could not see that 
any of his involvements which were massages of one part of 
the body over the other parts were unfaithful to anyone—they 
were just a bit of pleasure, a release from tension—nothing 


more. A “relationship”—it was just one more ideal delusion, 
one more hallucination of the mind. This one, this law-lady, he 
thought, deserved to lose her virginity in a car and find herself 
thrown into a ditch on the side of the road. He laughed with 
closed lips that sounded like a chuckling sigh. He did not 
know if this random thought was metaphorical or literal, and 
he did not care. A man and his sexuality had to flare up like a 
geyser, or at least exude like a shaken beer can, and social 
restraints and sublimations needed to end. 


There was a time, he thought, that he was a fool and 
thought that he could live on love and that it would nourish 
him through all the years of his life, that there was a sense of 
purity in the complexity of human relations, that this early 
heightened sense of frenzy would never cloy from repetition of 
decades of involvements, decades of similitude, or that it 
would never be tarnished from concluding that male-female 
involvements were in reality nature’s trap. 


Was it wrong to impute these sexual involvements of 
oneself—a self so dissipated and dissolute-- as being borne 
from distrust of mom and dad and doubt of parental love? 
Whether or not it was wrong, his feelings said that, ultimately, 
the blame was theirs, and so there it was. Although feelings 
could deceive rational judgment, rational judgments were 
deceptive in their own right when bypassing, if not 
countermanding, feelings of such depth of years. It was only 
right that when one love had been trounced and smashed 
under foot rough-shod, that another form of love would replace 
it, and in this world, that it should fall in the same way. After 
all, one illusion should not beget another, but all should be 
broken shards of self-deception. It was the only truth there 
was. So if he exploited women as ants of aphids what of it? 
Even the most incidental occurrence had some form of 
exploitation in it. One exploited when pulling an apple from a 
tree to have a bite from it. It was use or be used, to be prey or 
predator. Besides, an organism was merely a container of an 
ecosystem, and who is to say that his subtle directives of a 
woman to strip was not the directives of microorganisms 
seeking the juices of cunnilingus. 


At his ripe age and knowing what he did of two timing sluts 
and the ephemeral nature of this all-consuming flame he now 


had to have more exotic episodes to compensate for the 
waning, the jading, and the cloying—to have a woman of a 
different color or one hidden under a burka (this one was still 
unknown to him although he had removed many hijabs in his 
day), to make love upside down or in a bathtub, her body 
scented with squeezed custard apple. Only the exotic could 
rekindle waning passion. If only, he thought, there was sucha 
thing as a true woman who would be unfazed by his intimacies 
with others, one whose intimacies with a man were not based 
upon fidelity of physical contact, but upon the friendship that 
they maintained, and saw sexual relations as sport of a multi 
minute conflagration with little fuel to maintain it further, then 
he would be alright. 


He--they—had gone down alright, and now were leaving the 
plane, and that which was part of his life in Bangkok (the three 
hour lady, Kittya, sister Sue, the bird-lady, the measurements 
of cavities in trees, the myriad books of great men that he 
attempted to read in the library, the AU fitness center at the 
top of Building C, the coffee shops, Thirteen Star restaurants 
that he frequented with Kittaya for their philosophical 
babblings in English, the concerts at Mahidol and 
Chulalongkorn universities that he/she would arrange for them 
to attend although, sometimes, he would not attend, feigning a 
migraine, and going to a movie with sister Sue (if a sister, 
what incest!) instead, tree cavities/cavity of the old bird lady 
Dr. Manee, the classes at Assumption U-- Zoo U, the whore 
houses and the wing men) dispersed into unreality like gas; 
and family in Seoul, that which once had been solid rock and 
became gas, was returning to solid rock once again in his 
mind. Meanwhile, the wife was materializing from the vilest of 
atoms, and the boy drawing daddies with no eyes and scarcely 
outlined faces seemed to be tugging at his sleeve. And now 
they were descending an escalator—Why couldn’t the plane 
have just kept flying or perched on the roof of some Christian 
church or another—churches being so frequent in this 
apostate country destroyed by the Americans. The 
archaeopteryx should have been looking for a church from 
which to perch itself and take a leak. 


Yes, he needed to take a leak there in Incheon International 
Airport and he needed respite from which to get his thoughts 
in order. His brain was in fog as that which was real became 


unreality, and that which was once real became real again. 
And somewhere right before the restroom or putting on one of 
the masks that the health authorities had everyone wear (if 
Seoul was filled with masked individuals now, he thought, even 
the demasking of the homeliest would be erotic) he lost his 
woman. Maybe it happened on the escalator or maybe she 
snuck into an earlier bathroom while he was being handed a 
mask and asking the hander and interlocutor questions about 
the severity of Covid-19 in Seoul? He did not know how she 
had vanished, but vanished she did. What a peculiar feeling it 
was to have his pulchritude, his male plumage, scorned in this 
way. He did not know what to make of it. It was like having 
ice cubes put into his pyjamas or being splashed with cold 
water and not knowing who did it or the particular intent. 


He wandered the hall for ten minutes before backtracking 
and looking for an earlier bathroom sign which he soon found. 
He took another quick “leak” in the toilet, as he mentally 
defined it in the hackneyed crudity of modern brutes, and then 
he came out; but, for his efforts-- his two long stares in 
opposite areas of the hall and then a five minute stand in the 
center, staring wildly at times, sometimes at his feet, he did 
not see her and began feeling amorous amongst the youthful 
others who passed by—their bodies like caverns and mountain 
summits for curious explorers, their curves as sinuous 
pathways of chocolate and vanilla exudings for the boy’s 
tongue. The passenger who could be inferred as having given 
him the slip might now be passing through the immigration 
queue, or boarding a plane to someplace else for what he 
knew, but wherever she was and whatever she was doing, 
unless she gave up her aperture to him, she would dissolve like 
all the other forgotten people from his mind. 


He walked around until he found an area to smoke in, but 
as smoking there was now prohibited he waited there hoping 
to defer the return to family as long as he could. Seated 
behind a glass partition in an asphyxiating cloud, he noticed 
that pilots and flight crew were exempt from the prohibition 
and sensed the innate hunter within the male that maintained 
reconnaissance for pretty women in interaction with males 
amongst the scarcely noticeable blights that abounded in the 
throngs. So, she had given him the slip; but there were always 
others from which to insert himself into. He watched the 


smoke and the throngs until it seemed that both told him that 
what was ahead was inevitable, and that for better or worse, 
he needed to move forward. 


He was in line to get a taxi and make it back on his own 
when someone tapped his shoulder. It was his brother; and 
when he turned completely around he saw him and smiled. 
Then the two of them hugged each other in the quickness that 
was apposite of two masculine presences with a mild slap on 
each other’s back. Then, a bit further away, he saw his parents 
with a pint sized fellow, and his smile became more contrived. 
“Welcome home,” said his father indifferently as he walked 
toward the two sons. There was no attempt at the 
characteristic embrace that he was accustomed to. “Oh, is my 
son staying with you all?” asked Yo Han to his brother. “At 
least with us for your stay.” “Great,” said Yohan, trying not to 
let a sense of how perfidious this whole thing was to chip away 
on his icy smile. 


Chapter 32 


Liars, they were (apparently he inherited the trait); but then 
what was a lie? On the phone they had told him that he would 
not have to meet his wife and son, which, essentially, was true 
—one couldn’t be compelled to do that which had already been 
done for him. There, most clearly, the boy was; and it was as 
much fait accompli as the copulation and subsequent 
conception that had brought about his being. He felt anger at 
the deceit, but feigned otherwise by, in part, kissing his 
mother on her cheek. “It is nice to be back. I am so glad to 
see you again. How are you?” he asked her. She nodded and 
smiled. He could tell that it was her attempt at getting him to 
transition to the son; but not wanting to acknowledge him yet, 
or ever, his eyes lingered on her countenance for a few 
seconds more and so she said, “Look at what we have here.” 
“Yes,” he said. “Do you remember me? He is so large now,” 
he said with a glance at his father as he took the boy in his 
arms. “I don’t know who we should call the old man here—you 
or me.” He said to the boy—he said it so as to elicit a bit 
laughter, reduce the awkwardness of the tense atmosphere of 
the reunion, at least within himself (he, the quintessence of 


dissimulation, looked so relaxed and happy to be in their 
presence), and project himself as having at least the capability 
of being a doting father—if inordinate, and he were to be 
perceived as going beyond having the capability to actually be 
acting the part, they would doubt his sincerity as indeed they 
should. Nothing, the way he perceived it, had to be true; it 
merely had to be plausible. 


If the ideal of language was to be truth that interconnected 
insular minds into one reality, it could only be such if man did 
not have such a need to thread narratives more to his 
advantage in a world so competitive and offering so little that 
would benefit him and so much that was at his peril. 
Everything was relative from matter and the void of free 
flowing molecules and freer flowing atoms which could be 
interchangeable properties, light and electromagnetics, and 
events that can be argued as fake news the way Americans 
were wont to do. Life and death seemed somewhat 
interchangeable, even in his atheistic world vision, for it was 
death that fertilized life. He wondered if his parents, and 
other relatives, would distort the proceedings of the Buddhist 
cremation and funeral with their Christian rendition of the way 
things were meant to be—religiosity of empty gestures to be 
performed, perfunctory to all but appearance, apposite to the 
occasion, apropos of nothing. The clever shall inherit the 
Earth. He looked at them: the father whose essence had 
become solely the conduit for obtaining money; the mother 
who, perfidious in betraying all that was maternal and 
instinctual by colluding with his father in his aspirations of 
seeing that his son became a scholar, was worthless to him 
still; the brother...he, he thought, had been the only family 
member whom he had ever loved outside of the great aunt 
(loved but was jealous of, as he had been given liberty to bea 
child). He looked upon his brother more fully. He wasn’t sure 
that he felt anything toward him anymore. Connections were 
so fleeting and passed no differently than that perfidious 
woman whom he had known briefly in the plane. With them all 
he had deluded himself into believing that they mattered, or at 
least that those who had been with him for years or decades 
mattered. But long-term connections dissipated as quickly as 
those that were made in minutes-- as quickly as a sugar cube 
on the tongue. 


Moving ahead literally, albeit from the backseat of his 
parents’ car, it was as though he were a boy once again and, 
playing with his adulthood the way he was wont to do, he had 
inadvertently boomeranged, surreally, into that which once 
was. There with his brother, both relegated to the back seat of 
the car as they had in former days, he wondered if they would 
have to pull their boyhood pyjamas out of their respective 
drawers later on and wear them as well. Yes, it was like 
earlier days...days that had slipped by so quickly. How any 
person stayed sane in all of these changes he did not know; 
how any changed man stayed sane in returning to what once 
was he did not know. But here he was, if not a man and nota 
boy, but with a boy on his lap; and what was he? This he 
asked himself rhetorically in the silence of the mind, and the 
best that silence could do, it declaimed that he was a 
subatomic particle that had slipped into a pocket of a not so 
distant past. No, he was not this boy’s father, for the boy cried 
and wanted his grandmother—not this stranger; and so he 
returned the boy from whence he came. But the little creature 
kept taking these surreptitious glances into his face. 
Apparently, he wanted to memorize his features. Of course he 
would, he understood; but he did not like it. A child had no 
dissimulation, no machinations. He responded with an 
emotional attraction or aversion, but the man was all about 
calculations on what he needed to say or do that would be to 
his advantage; and as to whether he came here more out of 
love for the deceased or more to witness the will and 
testament as it was being read out loud he did not know 


While driving his father said, “In-Jung, the pastor called, 
wanting to know if you would feel up to teaching Sunday 
school when there was a death in the family. I hope that you 
don’t mind. I hope that you both don’t mind. I told him that he 
would not only have one Sunday school teacher but two of 
them.” 


“T am sure I will muddle my way through no differently, 
Father, than the way I muddle through it every week,” he said. 


“Not at all,” remonstrated his mother. “The influence you 
have over them—those boys adore you. You will help Yohan, 
won't you?” 


“T cannot think of anything that I would care to do more 
than this,” he lied. “You will have to inform me what I should 
do.” 


“You know the Bible inside out,” said his father. “You can 
choose whatever you want, but make sure you connect it to 
them in some way or another in contemporary experiences to 
make a positive impact on them.” 


When they arrived home, Yohan unpacked in his room 
and shortly afterwards, when it seemed that the house was 
quiet, he walked out of the back door and dissolved himself 
into the verdant estate and the mountainous hills and their 
phalanx of forest sentinels at a distance. In addition to carte 
diem and amor fati, he thought, there had to be mourning to 
maintain sanity when all that was part of the past to which one 
connected with at last became defunct and obsolete. The good 
and the bad were a danse macabre, and even the most painful 
was vital in the lessons of life. No, he thought, he should not 
compare himself to all the discontent others out there working 
frenetically in their strivings for ever more money and 
possessions and titles of influence and power. And yet he was 
envious and discontent nonetheless for he was ever cognizant 
of being a failure. While ruminating on the good and the bad 
of his unconventional lifestyle, his brother interrupted his 
thoughts. He said that they should help the boy, the little 
entity, feed the family dog. Yohan conceded. 


After the dog ate, they ate, and contrary to Hanguk 
(Korean) culinary predispositions, they did not eat the dog. At 
the table there was the woman, a food servant of sorts, whom 
they called mother, but beyond a birth certificate there was no 
unequivocal proof that she was—or at least that she was, or 
had ever been, anything other than a food servant, or that the 
father, a conduit to money, was the bona fide donor of his 
sperm (yes, there was a birth certificate that listed the names 
of these beings declaring themselves to be his parents and 
having temporary ownership of him, but what did it prove) the 
brother the brother, and even if he was, as Montaigne’s 


citation points out, what was a brother but another being that 
came out of the same hole, and that anyone was related to 
anyone. How was he to even know that he was a Homo 
Sapien? He, apostate and iconoclast that he was, felt 
singularly different somehow. How much, he thought, was 
accepted and never known, and of course it had to be as there 
was no absolute proof to anything, and who wanted to become 
mad when forced to live in the madness of life in which 
nothing was known absolutely. Meanwhile, to diminish and 
dull, if not clog out their sometimes mildly droll but mostly dull 
chit-chat, he listened to the news with one part of the 
headphones of his phone, for to drown out their sounds fully 
would be tantamount to insolence, and insolence an insolent 
man might contain but should never appear to have even if 
insolent he in theory might be or in fact was. He heard enough 
of these sounds that were like dogs scavenging in the 2 AM 
trash to be able to retort with yes, no, or I agree—little did 
they want to know of his life, little did he want to speak of it 
(at least there was that much of a correspondence between 
himself and them—this he possessed in this mediocrity to 
which they were possessed). Yes, humans were dogs albeit 
well fed ones, and the 2 AM trash was one’s un-successes 
pitted against time. Cognizant of the pit and pendulum of time, 
no wonder they fought each other. No wonder they sought to 
take and devour what they could. If the goal was a detached 
retrospective like the areal perspective of a bird to the 
landscape, and from this vantage point an appreciation of this 
flawed existence if one was fortunate enough to have the 
wherewithal that he could do so, who obtained this 
appreciation? Like virtually all who were fortunate enough to 
do so, he did not do so, but instead yearned for more and 
sought stratagems to get it. 


From those headphones he heard of another siege of some 
religious institution in America-- he presumed a mosque, a 
synagogue, or a church of a largely African American 
congregation to which the assailant gunned down scores of 
worshippers (it was milder than Trump’s coup d'état against 
democracy or the storming of the Capitol by his brainwashed 
acolytes), a bow and arrow assault against citizens somewhere 
in Norway, the widening pandemic in which there was a fear 
of ever dangerous mutations, the showcase of a showdown of 
the growing missile arsenal of Kim Jong Un, and scandals of 


corruption in the city of the Seoul. One of today’s local 
sacrifices, a 97 year old pedestrian, was victim of a hit and run 
incident, victim of the duality of being both predator and prey 
to which all had the same lot; but how blessed she was, he 
thought, to no longer be coddled in this false notion of faux 
society that ultimately cannibalized all. He smirked. Yes, he 
was bad. No, said the rebuttal of his alter ego, not bad— 
defensive perhaps, but justifiably so as they would soon be 
dragging his “ass” to a church, and in oratory of Sunday 
School he would soon thereafter be dragging asses of his own, 
and conditioning the minds of these gullible little soul-asses 
with his comeliness, his fine masculine mystique, his gusto 
mixed with the ability to cite the Bible verbatim (Is sex really a 
trap despite its illusion of freedom? What do you think of this 
Father? What do you think of this Mother? What do you think 
of this Brother? What do you think of this Son? No, he would 
not broach this subject that was so important to him, but the 
son, by being, was confirmation of the truth in this matter). 


Chapter 33 


Here he was in erstwhile home and family stunted as one of 
their potted trees that existed on the balcony of their property 
—their property...their rules for tenants...theirs (“If you don’t 
like it you can leave”—what but monsters say that to a little 
boy, causing him to redouble his efforts to read and memorize 
passages of books—in the case of the Bible, myths—the way 
they wished for it, and anything else that they wanted so he 
might please them, or at least appease them if for doing 
nothing else but refraining from saying that he wanted to go 
out to play). And what pleased them was instant maturation-- 
forfeiture of his childhood and dissimulation in this role of the 
little scholar. Did I actually, he asked himself, think that this 
family and home were everlasting, and wanted them to be 
such? Yes, as child I did; and as an adolescent I believed that it 
would be either extended or replaced by a newer, a more solid 
foundation—the modus operandi was one illusion replacing 
another to keep posterity in circulation, with nature having no 
mercy for anyone whatsoever. 


Any thinking female—there were few of them by his 
estimations—would, he believed, defy a natural attraction to 
such a comely sight, rejecting such a loser, as the plane lady 
had done; but what was success other than that which was 
popular (pornography like Hustler magazine that, as a 
teenager, he kept under his mattress, enflamed his appetites 
to obsession, hindering him from full concentrating on 
academia, and so it could not be said to be good). His comely 
features in youth made him popular and thus successful 
amongst others for a time, but now his looks were obscure in 
so much that equalled and surpassed the physicality that he 
now was. With the amalgamation of the years, that success 
had ended (obviously the plane lady thought so); so here he 
was, little better than a mendicant, telling his mother, at the 
dinner table, how delicious the food was, asking his father if he 
wanted him to hand him more pork, but the pork he wanted 
was that which could be handed to him—that from his father’s 
coffers and hopefully, an outcome from the will and testament 
that one day soon would be read aloud to the family. Whether 
or not he loved any of them, whatever that word meant, 
mattered little now. Every return to Seoul involved so much 
acting that he did not know the difference between genuine 
and feigned emotion. He did know that they should not have 
brought that boy here, imposing on him, the eldest, a role 
which he was averse to, the role right now in which he would 
have to put rolls and other viands on his son’s plate and act 
the part of a paternal benefactor when this boy looked on all 
these empty gestures suspiciously, as indeed, most sensibly, 
he should, as indeed he must in a mendacious home to which 
the acts of deception on the part of the parents were 
benevolent mendacities, albeit propped up by Christian airs. 


Chapter 34 


He had to be conscious of every expression on his face, 
every gesture, and every movement of his body; he had to 
maintain plausibility in his interactions with his son—neither 
being too visibly interested nor too indifferent. Home, in his 
estimations, was synonymous with prison, and both understeps 


and oversteps were missteps which could make him overly 
surveilled; and in inordinate scrutiny the least sign of 
discontent let alone irascibility over what they perceived as his 
obligations to church and family would be considered 
impudent and impudence was punished with restrictions or 
prohibitions to the family car and liberty, or he would, by his 
own volition (volition perhaps being will forged out of fear, and 
in this case feeling fear of losing his rather substantial monthly 
allowance money), have to forfeit any potential outings to 
patch up the relationship. Thus, to safeguard his fast times, he 
would, in facades of survival, have to redouble his efforts to 
smile warmly, to be reticent and circumspect, and to react 
with caution and forethought. He felt, in these abrogated 
promises of his parents, that he was experiencing something 
like a dream within a dream, forced to live amongst spectres of 
family past and future that were not of his choice and in that 
sense not of his own making, and both accidents, like chemical 
reactions—chemical reactions of disgorged spills of seminal 
passion. The spectre of the boy haunted him most for as the 
boy was here, the wife could not be far off. His parents would 
concoct some encounter with her, no doubt-- perhaps a chance 
meeting in a pew of the church. But he could hardly malinger 
or feign grief to get out of any potential encounter and risk 
was in the air-- a trip to the grocery store could put frozen 
bitch on the menu. 


Will my son be bunking here tonight? So far his things are 
not here. So far... The thought of it was opprobrious to Yohan 
and he tried to avoid looking at the bed. He looked at his 
muscular physique in the mirror and slid his hand over the 
dresser that should not have been so barren of trophies. 
Certificates and other commemorations for debates and high 
academic achievements were framed in metal and glass 
encasements that graced the wall, but they were nothing. A 
man’s first estimation of being a man came from competitions 
of strength—only this—and, he inwardly groused, there should 
have been merits confirming body as well as intellect in this 
room. He opened a drawer and pulled out a baseball cap. He 
donned it with the visor counter to sunlight and common 
sense. He opened his closet and looked at his clothes that were 
hanging there the way he had left them years ago. Most would 
be tight on him now. For a second he envisaged a wifely 
bogeywoman lurking amongst vacant space and hangers. She 


may devour me for sure, he half-thought as though he were 
speaking to an interlocutor. Women do that to men, you know. 
She already has done it, he retorted to the self. The devouring 
has already been done. The room, his room in a home of 
spectres, was replete with artefacts of dead selves from long 
ago. 


With his fingertip he pushed a matchbox car, as 
dysfunctional and as much an artificial construct as family, 
along the dresser, scraping it around as the back wheels, after 
sO many years, did not work. A part of him wanted to find 
truncated boyhood while a voice in his brain said that he 
should not be playing but poring through texts; a voice in his 
brain said that he was not a child but a father, and yet he did 
not feel like he had ever been the former and had no capability 
to be the latter. His son had made a masterpiece of accuracy 
in drawing a faceless, feckless father with two large black 
holes of eyes. What else was he but this? The son whom he 
did not know knew him so well. 


Staring at the certificates, he thought that he had been the 
essence of aréte, at least for a while, but then, in late 
adolescence, he became a burnt out, smouldering candle. It 
was like a midlife crisis at the beginning of manhood. He 
could impute parental expectations and forfeited childhood, 
shattered ideals of love from his experience with the ballerina, 
a growing misogyny that sprouted like a dark weed in his heart 
upon a subsequent experience with the cellist, but it was more. 
There was a flaw within him, and incidents had exacerbated it. 
Broken, he had degenerated into savage hunter hungering for 
conquest over prey and savoury meat in his taste continually. 


He remembered he and his brother grinding ice into snow 
cones, fishing, catching balls, experimenting on the dog by 
getting it to eat kimchee, posing in front of a camera in their 
fine church clothes that neither one could stand, and then a 
thousand other memories with and without his brother, but of 
other selves that were once himself and were no longer. Yes, 
he thought, with the changes of self and environment it was a 
wonder that anyone was sane for very long; and he thought 
this because he felt slightly ill being amongst these spectres of 
the past, hearing, at the supper table, his father chat about the 
inconsequential aspects of his day teaching insufferable 


children, his mother of more home improvements—how many 
decades of home improvements had she already done, his 
brother’s job as a bond trader (yes, the uncle would allow 
Yohan to work in his firm too, but he needed a degree first and 
none would be forthcoming when his educational research on 
women was such a perennial task), and reminders to prepare 
Sunday School lessons as though God were not dead. So, when 
his mother brought the boy’s bag into his room, interrupting 
the evocation of memories of other, more sensitive selves he 
used to be, he put a toy car from his boyhood back on the shelf 
and smiled warmly as though doffing his hat to a young 
woman. 


“Well, here we are. Your uncle doesn’t want to let you go 
and you don’t want to let go of your uncle; but I must insist 
that now it is time to be with your daddy, and as your daddy 
wants to be with you, it is time to be together” 


“That is what I was hoping for,” said Yohan. His words 
were saccharine, but not so much so that they seemed 
disingenuous; his eyes were solicitous pools in which others 
sought to dive into these calm waters—all but his son, who 
looked at him suspiciously. Yohan admired the sagacity of the 
son while at the same time hating him for not being gullible 
like all others. 


Chapter 35 


Yes, despite his best efforts, it had been impossible to not 
own up to his role in the accident of the seminal spills, and as 
a corollary, impossible, de rigeur, to not marry the mother; 
and thus, he now knew, impossible to not have any interaction 
with the child whatsoever if he wanted to avoid the wife at this 
point, extend the studies, and keep the money flowing. After 
all, it was pitiful that the child drew daddies with no facial 
features (consideration of the impact of the father as being 
potentially detrimental to the artwork of the son 
notwithstanding). And so the small suitcase that had been 
avuncularly unpacked in his brother’s room for the small 
child’s stay there, was repacked at his arrival, and now being 


grand-maternally unpacked, with mother and son working in 
consort as he had to put the clothing into his dresser drawers 
even though he had not even had time to unpack his own 
suitcase. The boy being in his life was obviously prioritized 
over him being in theirs so perhaps, he thought, the inference 
was that his relationship to them was predicated on 
establishing a relationship with his son. He, Yohan, who could 
see the writing on the wall, was, if anything, an ingratiatory 
being who appeased and threw integrity to the wind when it 
was contrary to his interests. He would never oppose the 
people who sustained him. Thus, for him, the possible 
correlation seemed to become a grave and important reality— 
number one in his list of rules and priorities for survival. Yes, 
he told himself, he would be cognizant of it in every waking 
breath. 


But the boy was in the man, and the man was a mosaic of 
earlier selves just as multifarious microscopic living beings of 
some limited will and their own attempts at self-preservation 
were beings within to which the outer realms of the man were 
merely the parameters of their finite ecosystem; and when his 
mother ushered the boy away for some snacks, Yohan 
malingered in joining them, saying that he would first unpack. 
But the only thing he cared to unpack were his golf clubs and 
so, with various putters, he practiced his swings at the closure 
of air that he now had to share with another being who, 
tonight, might possibly have an accident of wetting the bed. 
Life, he thought, was a series of accidents, to which the largest 
was conception. How he wished that he had not been so 
lonely, had not invited that woman to Bangkok on his first year 
at Assumption University, and had not picked her up at the 
airport and gone with her to that bungalow along the beach; 
but thoughts of wishing that what happened did not occur 
were the most unconstructive of all human activities that 
spiralled forward with the universe itself. 


“Do you mind sleeping in my room?” asked Yohan as he 
washed down his Oreo with some Coca Cola spiked with his 
father’s whiskey, but the boy did not say anything. He 
repeated his question, but as the boy said nothing his 
grandmother asked it again in her voice. 


“T don’t know,” said the boy. 


“T hear that the last few nights you slept in my brother’s room. 
How was that?” The boy said nothing. Yohan continued. “You 
stayed in the same bed?” 


His mother broke the interregnum of silence. “He says that 
your brother snores.” 


“That can be annoying, can’t it?” asked Yohan to the boy. 


“You said that it was like music, didn’t you?” asked Yohan’s 
mother. 


“Yes,” said the boy. 


“Oh, that is very good. I cannot say what type of racket I may 
or may not make if I snore, but I guess you will find out soon. 
Do you want to go to the park? I can swing you and maybe 
show you how to hit a golf ball or two if you want.” 


“He is too young to be swinging around a golf club, Yohan. 
And his mother does not allow him to go out anywhere this 
late,” said Yohan’s mother. 


“Oh, her. Okay then. We will scarf down more Oreos instead” 


Chapter 36 


The hours of days waiting for the will to be read— 
punctuated, of course, by wet sheets (smiling warmly, hating 
intensely albeit undetectably) that he would take off the bed 
and launder to get his commendation badge of the good father; 
the silence at the cremation and the Christian funeral—hadn’t 
it occurred to them that outside of not having a funeral at all, 
and not being mourned or remembered, what she would prefer 
instead would be those Buddhist chants...yes, it surely had but 
it meant little to what they wanted, and what they wanted, 
what they were fixated on, was giving her the rite of passage 
in accordance with the Christian deities so that they might be 
with her someday in heaven, not that she would have wanted 
to be with them perennially—she did not even want, for the 
most part, to be with them for brief times; the swinging of the 


son; evenings in the family room watching television (Nanny 
and the Professor reruns from long ago on the Disney Channel 
—didn’t he prefer the US Military channel and wouldn’t his 
son want it too if Daddy encouraged it) and miniature recitals 
of aspects to his Sunday school talk. Then the day came. 
Kimchee chigee, and a bit of bibimbop was eaten and the hour 
was upon them. No, not a thing: her whole lot was to be given 
to an orphanage as though she herself had been an orphan. 
She failed to remember that he had been one in a sense-- a 
victim of family and needed this money to break from them 
and forget them entirely. But it was not to be, and he knew 
better than to show his disappointment. 


There was an afterthought that despite his success in 
manipulating them for money—if manhood and success were 
to be found in using this type of imputation and recrimination 
conflated with a bit of gaslamping as a tool for his purposes 
(conveying how petrified he was when taking tests, which did 
have some basis in reality, and inferring them as the cause 
which had some basis in reality as well, knowing that it would 
cause them to continue to cut out the recurring tumour that 
they had boasted as the scholar of the family for decades and 
hide the blemish—hiding the son in a foreign land, the land of 
smiles). Upon their return from the lawyer’s office, he took 
the boy to the park. He was actually glad right now to be with 
him as the facade of being satisfied with the stipulations of the 
will was wearing him down. But the more he stared at the boy, 
the more he seemed to look like his wife. So he put him on the 
swing, got behind his posterior, and pushed. Yes, the great 
aunt who had made such an impact on his life was gone. 
Humans were seedlings trying to maintain roots and stability 
in changing soils and nothing they could do would maintain 
their lives for very long. The ballerina was gone—love as a 
precious ideal was now totally gone (parental love unreal + 
romantic love unreal was the demise of all, and yet there were 
too many disadvantages that would incur in showing it). 
Maybe arranged marriages in which people had to learn to live 
with each other, and begin to like and even have some degree 
of fondness toward each other were better than relationships 
of elation called love that quickly dissipated. 


He thought of his paramours. If in addition to the three 
hour lady one were to count the whoremonger’s more 


frequently accessed Patpong beauty dualities with their more 
favourable miens, voluble tongues, and sexual flexibility 
(contortionists beyond compare), “Sue,” as she called herself 
(definitely not the contortionist type), despite the lessening 
frequency of the incestuous encounters (of his two Korean 
relationships, favouring the three hour lady from Taejon over 
his fellow student from Chungju, the one he began to call 
sister to repudiate intimacies, and the one he and Kittaya had 
moved under initially—Kittaya most unwittingly—surely 
kissing this ladyboy, pretending to be somewhat involved with 
her, kisses that paid the rent, would not make “her” one of his 
women), the old birdlady professor and wildlife researcher 
(copulating with her was like climbing up and then sliding 
down the cracked railing of a musty old attic)—it must have 
been, for the juggler that he was, around a half a dozen 
simultaneous physical relationships. In all likelihood, it could 
be said that it was six and a half. He no longer thought of the 
potential seven and a half. The woman on the plane was now 
as much as forgotten. He had wiped her from the slate of 
memory except for this bitter feeling that came over him from 
time to time; as now, with the pandemic, it would be harder 
than ever to hunt for females even with the lure that he had 
which was his pulchritude. His was an almost middle aged 
physical presence and a diminishment of what was he once 
was, but it was still exquisite. But how, he asked himself, 
would he meet up with women with bars closed and everyone 
in Seoul avoiding each other and keeping themselves behind 
masks. Yes, just to secure the flow of money and borrow the 
family car for any outings he might care to go on, he would 
have to be a good father, and he would have to be a dutiful son 
that stressed his religious obligations above all else. 


He pushed the boy ever higher on the swing. He almost 
wanted to jettison him, or catch the swing briefly and slingshot 
him onto a cloud—anything that would save him from having 
to attend these after church daddy/son activities which would 
be worse than sitting in the pew, repressing the volcanic need 
to scream out against this hypocritical, nonsensical charade 
that mixes holier than thou attitudes to sugar coat instinctual 
man, or invoking those dead stories of the Bible for some 
sententious Sunday school class aim. At this daddy/son affair 
there would be, he knew, these games that he would have to 
partake of—games like picking up peas with chopsticks and 


rushing to put them into a bowl, or transferring a balloon by 
use of nose and forehead to one of the teammates, and other 
putrid pleasantries meant, to youth, to mould and condition, 
demarcate and limit. If his great aunt were still alive (of course 
if she were so, he would not be here in Seoul. but back in 
Bangkok)—if she were alive with him being in Seoul, in theory, 
he might retreat with her in her home for a while listening to 
her talk of books that she read on ancient civilizations and the 
life stories of inventors and artists from long ago, ideas of 
philosophers from Lao Tzu to Aristotle and Seneca, the gods of 
yesteryear like Isis and Osiris, Zeus and Poseidon, functioning 
no differently than corn gods, as hope of sustenance for the 
indigenous peoples of South America, and her reproaches of 
the emperor Constantine using his Christian war mascot to 
regain an empire with its resonating, rippling effect of altering 
a cult into a world religion and all these corrosive Christian 
churches in Seoul today. 


Chapter 37 


Whether in returning to Seoul by choice or in having been 
washed in with the wave of this new Omicron bout of the 
pandemic, this convoluted amalgamation of vulture-man, that 
he was, was mostly on a quest for money he could not say; but 
the issue of motivation was moot, hardly mattering at all now 
as in coming here he got nothing, and seeing that he got 
nothing, he smiled and said nothing. With the awareness that 
he was disinherited coupled with a sense of consternation that, 
without his consent, these parents, who had nearly suffocated 
him once before with a misguided and singular aim to make 
him the precocious scholar that neither of them ever was, had 
now thrust this extra burden of the boy onto their premises 
and thus onto him, each passing day the reunion to former 
family was becoming ever more strained and ever more 
asphyxiating. Irrespective of intentions, irrespective of any 
likeness to the birds that waited around to devour corpses in 
Bangkok during the 1817-1824 cholera epidemic, nature 
gorged on man, so if man gorged on man, or in his case 
woman, it mattered little and even less when the vulture 


walked away hungrier than ever. He did not know why he felt 
guilty but he did. 


If Heraclitus was right that nothing is as it is always 
becoming he, a boy with a boy of his own, forced 
metaphorically to wear his boyhood pyjamas once again, 
neither was nor was becoming but was reverting to what he 
once was. And what he was was a boy needing the 
unconditional love of his parents desperately. There was a 
wounded vulnerability in the man, and whatever mental 
constructs he used as bandages, they could not successfully 
staunch the bleeding of this great wound. The boy, his boy: 
how did this boy come into being? This he asked himself as 
though that which was so apparent was worthy of great 
consideration. He, he told himself, had been merely sticking 
out his bare toes into a current and had gotten pulled in by an 
undertow, for loneliness back then had caused him to call the 
woman, arrange her flight, pick her up, take her to the 
bungalow, and mix. Man adulterated himself in his adultery, 
deflowering of virgins, and other mixing and meandering that 
made him less in the capability of being, and less in what he 
once was. 


The Bible was the scripture of salvation in the sense that 
now his ability to invoke and cite these antiquated, 
antediluvian stories and proverbs and maintain a willingness 
to subscribe to their religion externally kept him in his parents 
good graces, just as, in a previous life, belief in them had kept 
him in adolescence—the he he once was: overwrought and 
failing to do his examinations well--from ending his life ; but 
always, a sullied ingratiating figure who was amicable and 
willing to compromise was willingly tolerated begrudgingly, 
and seeing himself in their eyes, he knew that they approached 
him with aversion. It was not imagined as eye contact with 
him was brief. He could not blame them for he was a sordid 
harried creature who failed and floundered on dry earth and 
air like a fish jolting along the Saen Saeb canal in Bangkok, 
blood spurting on the pavement and this détente or armistice 
with monthly educational fees was best for all 


And like in adolescence, sensing himself a failure in those 
eyes, he wanted to flee from immediate family. He wanted to 
emigrate for some hours there in his aunt’s domicile, and yet, 


with her demise, there was no refuge, no sanctuary, to go to 
now---not until he returned to his sordid domain of Bangkok, a 
den replete in brothels and blowjobs, and other fellatio 
fallacies. And of her—as poignant and provocative as she was, 
she was another unrecorded genius who without placing 
herself in the inadequacy of words (philosophic treatise or 
autobiographical ponderings), slight shadows of the deep 
corridors of being, would not be remembered in fifty to 
seventy years’ time—perhaps less now that she has given 
nothing back to family. To not be remembered in a will was, 
for living man, an indignity that one could hardly bear. 


Had she just willed to him some trifle, he thought, some 
remembrance, this would have made him feel better, but by 
not being mentioned at all he was now forlorn, and vanquished 
to a loneliness worse than ever. But then, a minute later, he 
appraised the situation differently (each day a man being 1440 
new beings). No, the only thing that would make him feel 
better at this juncture was money. But with this not to be had, 
all that could be done now would be to secure the modest 
utilitarian objective of at least not jeopardizing the southern 
flow of the family coffers across the Korean Strait to the Chao 
Phaya River above the Gulf of Thailand. Thus, he made sure 
that he did not bewail this state of affairs in front of them, and 
if done quietly, to not do so inordinately. 


Korea (Seoul being a lesser extreme) was an arid land of 
Christianity and Christianized Buddhism, and here one 
circumscribed himself, vitiating his prurient longings, and 
castrating manhood; and whether religious or not, moral or 
immoral, ideology, sentience, and life required a foundation of 
money to flourish. This was the incontrovertible fact, and do 
what he must, for manhood to thrive it required sex and 
money. So he thought from the park. Now it was a frozen 
earth for his golf balls and swings—each swing was a woman’s 
head, and each ball in the hole was his copulative scores and, 
as much as he could do so, he stayed outside shivering in the 
cold, avoiding this thing called family day after day; and only 
coming in when fealty required it 


Chapter 38 


He, aspirant of this bourgeois game, spent the earliest part 
of the morning on the frozen earth of the city park, putting his 
balls and fantasizing nonpareil swings in which he would rise 
up through the ranks of professional golf players, and overtake 
them all. But for it all, there was not, and there never would 
be, he assessed, anything purposeful from these diminutive, 
nondescript moves unless he were to perfect them enough so 
that they would become a tool for networking with others, 
enabling him to ingratiate himself to them in that lust for 
better employment opportunities and promotions; but nothing 
could hardly come from that in his perennial status as a 
student. As his swings could not be perceived as any different 
than his son pretending that he was superman from the park 
swing, further futile efforts waged against the ball fell onto 
him ad nauseum so he took the boy back home. A child, he 
thought, as he led him onward, was all potential, all 
possibilities, all fantasies that did not have to be tested in the 
real world; a man, specialized in some field or another, the 
same as so many others (perennial students being the 
exception), would, at best, not even be extraordinary even in 
his or her level of expertise. Thus all impetus was impotent. 
So he thought during the family breakfast; and so he thought 
as he got the boy dressed for church services and Sunday 
school, garnering a smile of approval from his mother who was 
averse to approve anything that he did. 


No, he was no golfer, he told himself. He had to face that 
he had absolutely no attributes but one: his waning 
comeliness, his diminishing pulchritude, and even with it, 
when he was meshed into the complexity of too many women, 
he yearned only to be homely if not outright ugly. The 
attentions of so many women, as much as he liked it most 
times, sometimes made his brain feel as though it would 
disgorge from his skull. And at such times, he wore a cap like 
the sun trying to diminish its lustre under a parasol. For like 
winning the lottery, beauty was a superfluity that others 
wanted to take while feigning something equivalent to 
investing it, and they grabbed it from all sides. But the idea 
that his diminishing beauty had already diminished him from 
their memories sent him into a panic. Later in the day, he told 
himself, he needed to make a call to the bird lady, making sure 
that she knew that he thought of her so that she would keep 
him on the nature researcher payroll, which less 


euphemistically was equivalent to being a gigolo. And of 
course he needed to call the three hour lady contortionist as 
she certainly could pump him in ways that no one else could. 
Then, for more pragmatic reasons, he needed to call Kittaya so 
that this transgender would continue as trans-payer of his 
rent. He would also need to call “Sister Sue” as he had did not 
have a sister of his own, and this one he could fuck when 
needed without it being salaciously incestous. There were 
others, but his well wishes would be enough for them. 


Sitting in the pew with the family, he stared askance. In the 
corner of nothingness, under a portrait of this being in stained 
glass, was a “real” version, as imagined as it was. It was a 
decrepit old Moses standing there, leaning onto a golf club 
thoughtfully, as though it were sceptre and staff or ersatz ofa 
hand for conveying a pensive contemplative expression. “It is 
nonsense, my boy!” he imagined Moses saying to him. It was 
the first time that greatness had spoken to him, and he 
appreciated the attentions it bestowed onto him. “Don’t 
believe in anything but that which is perceived by the senses 
of the flesh. Let me lead thee back to bang thy cock in 
Bangkok there in the three hour lady’s three apertures as well 
as those of common Patpong whores. Be fruitful and multiply,” 
exhorted this being. But, said the self, Moses was not a 
Christian, so what did he know? He knew—yes, from 
experiences of his own he really knew-- that there was some 
saving grace in Christianity, albeit on a terrestrial realm. Yes, 
having been drilled for several weeks morning, day and night 
like in the Spanish Inquisition albeit for another one of these 
speech contests (this one forcing him to use an elocution and 
diction far beyond his 14 years of life—a speech, a 
pontification, he needed to render to adults in both English 
and Korean, on this sombre theme of the evils of corruption), 
he did not lay his hands on them or himself. Maxims of Turn 
the other cheek, the meek shall inherit the earth, forgive them 
Lord for they know not what they do and the nonentity of 
Christ befriending him saved him from these ultimate acts of 
desperation. Thus, in a sense, god saved him; or more the idea 
of a god saving him saved him. It saved him from killing 
himself or his father, the inquisition ringleader. Maybe it saved 
his mother too. 


Hardly a son of god, he was a nasty man; and what could be 
nastier than befriending a science professor with a doughnut, 
and then allowing his pulchritude to disperse in her office, its 
frequent presence there influencing his grade, unless it were 
the guise that reshaped himself as a viable applicant for the 
job as bird researcher for the Research Center for Tropical 
Southeast Asian Wildlife at the Sukhotai building. He was 
supposed to measure hill mynah cavities, and dead birds in 
nests, but not doing it so well on the first day she had 
something else in mind. She was the one who took him to his 
apartment on that rainy evening--she was the one who asked 
to see it—so he did what she wanted and said something to the 
effect of, “This is my sofa; this is my desk; this is the book that 
you gave me on the hill mynah—I am still looking at the 
photographs (unfortunately I cannot read Thai); this is my 
dirty laundry (sorry); this is my bed.” He did not say, “This is 
my penis” but he showed it to her anyway. 


In the evening after dinner and prayer time he made his 
calls in addition to one voice mail to the fellow passenger, for, 
he knew unequivocally, that he was at the breaking point and 
so he needed to pump into a hole. He believed that his 
mellifluous voice might summon her to her senses (senses 
being the instrumental means of opening up a woman’s love of 
male pulchritude like any fowl for the male of the brightest 
plumage). Then he went to bed with the alligator, as the 
clinging boy now called himself. It was not easy to fall asleep 
with an alligator. He had attached himself to him, but he 
dared not detach it for fear of alienating his parents and 
risking the monetary support he got from them. And he 
dreamed that he was in a rowboat on the Florida everglades 
writing out a grievance against his parents that he planned to 
file in the court of God when suddenly a baby crocodile jumped 
over the side of the boat and began to cling onto him with 
limbs and mouth. Meanwhile small nuclear shells began to 
rain through the air from Russian fighter bombs. And he 
thought in verse: 


Too fulsome, too 

Naive, it was to think 

That that which was wrought 
In hot flames of simmering 
Remnants and debris 


Of an emerging sun 

And in cooling temperatures and time 

Brought forth myriad life 

Teeming 

But hardly teams, 

Fach devouring what it could for energy to live 
As though being alive overrode the means 

By which it was sustained, 

Should one day have peace. 


Were we fools, like children 

With beliefs in an all giving Santa 

A Santa of physical and biological laws 
When at best the best bacteria 

Over thousands of years 

Became symbiotic like mitochondria 
And intestinal microbes 

And when the best galaxies 

Were not surrounded by black holes. 


And as to those boys, 

Unwitting aggressors 

Who only knew to invade 

Our homeland hours 

Before their incursions, 

Only now do they regret 

Their roles 

While acting their parts ineluctably, 
Ineffably, indelibly. 


And we 

In scorched earth policies 

For the attrition of supply lines 

And the tossing of Molotov cocktails 
Onto their stalled tanks 

Make ourselves as vile in action 

As in inaction. 

Hardly halcyon, 

Was life, we think, 

Really worth living? 


The baby crocodile did not like the nuclear shelling of the 
Russians one bit. It wanted to abscond so it bit down into the 
hard daddy meat, overturned the boat, and took the carcass 
into the abyss. 


Chapter 39 


The next morning he found that the little burger had been 
picking “burgers” from his nose throughout the night for these 
crusty hardened bits of mucous were on his white t-shirt as 
well as the boy’s pyjama top; and even worse (if it were a state 
of being worse instead of being equally bad), he had wet the 
bed in that infraction of human decency that was the aversion 
of the most loving father, a trait to which he certainly was not 
in possession of. Just as bed wetting was common to children, 
SO was a general distrust of all propinquity; so, even if he were 
livid to the point in which he wanted to throw the boy against 
the wall, he knew that he could not show the least degree of 
discontent for to be in family was like being in North Korea 
surveilled by every neighbor one came in contact with. Thus, 
being circumspect—man in a society of men—undergirded all 
things. He removed his shirt after carefully extracting the 
agent of filth from its embrace the way he might attempt to 
remove a garter snake that had coiled around his shoulder. It 
was an extraction of surgical precision done by this inscrutable 
man, who when assessing that there was no real love on the 
planet found it necessary to feign its existence nonetheless. 
One did this feigning of love for myriad reasons--anything from 
not wanting to seem aloof and detached to a conciliatory 
gesture, amicable in its own way, to defuse tensions; but for 
one like Yo Han, it was largely from utility: from not wanting 
his funds to be cut off and to ensure that their suggestions that 
he might call his wife were never ratcheted up into mandates 
and ultimatums to do so. 


The previous night, that horrible restless and almost 
sleepless night, the little monkey had had the temerity or 
timidity, depending on one’s point of view, to snuggle up to 
him, inflicting the new dad with its emanating cloud of germs, 
to which the repercussion for Yo Han was, this morning, a sore 


throat. With immune system still nascent, he thought, the 
incipient being was probably host to every microbe known to 
man and so this, and the fact that the coronavirus of the 
present pandemic was still rife, made him even more wary to 
be roommates with this tiny creature. But sleeping beside him 
was something that had been tacitly assigned to him. There 
had to be a reason the creature, so scared of him at first, 
should cling to him so desperately after the rendering of a tiny 
bit of kindness. No doubt, he thought, the boy was another 
one who was abused in family—few making it out of the second 
womb with soul intact. If indeed the boy needed this father 
fantasy to ameliorate his pain, it surely was not too much to do 
this for him—at least so he told himself--this role as comforter 
not being too much an abrogation of the charters of manhood. 
At least, so he said to himself. 


Still, he wanted to put him in a box and mail him back to his 
mother, a woman whom he could never re-enter when the 
portal of pleasure had been so perversely transformed into a 
hallowed chamber of a birth canal. Thus, there were two 
reject items that he wanted to box up and mail to one 
destination or another as far away from him as he could. As he 
splashed some cold water onto his face in the adjacent 
bathroom he stared at himself in the mirror. The image 
seemed like a grown man who had slipped into a boy’s 
pyjamas, and even though he was attracted to it 
narcissistically, it repulsed him considerably nevertheless. 
Cowed into doing Sunday school teaching sessions, or more 
mythological teaching sessions, as he did not believe in any 
part of it even if every passage of this so called scripture had 
been inscribed onto his brain in memorizations that they had 
cruelly inflicted upon him, and cowed into sitting with family 
for meals and on hard pews of all those church services, he did 
not feel like a man—just an overgrown boy, and he wanted out 
of here—to regain a free life in Bangkok, albeit a free life 
dependent on them for sustenance. 


A sense of vertigo and ineptitude came upon him as he 
dried his face. Then, as he was raising his nose to keep an 
entire glue stream of mucus from snaking its way downward 
an audio file came into the email account of his telephone, and 
the boy entered the bathroom. He clicked onto the file. It was 
from the lawyer. She said that she would see him, meaning 


that she had relented to beauty. Women, for all claims at 
independence, eventually acted no differently than females of 
every animal species that falls for fancy feathers of such 
fuckers. Then the boy imparted, “Mommy wants to know if 
you want to see her.” “Oh, really. How do you know that?” 
“She called last night. Grandma had me talk to her.” “Oh. 
How is she, your mother?” he asked. “Fine,” said this being. “I 
hope that she is fine,” he said, but he did not hope that she 
was fine any more than a mouse could wish the fine 
functioning of a trap. He wanted to be back in Bangkok 
ravaging the body of the three hour lady or anything that 
moved and came his way. With the pretty ballerina from long 
ago showing romantic love to be no better than parental love-- 
nothing but being overtaken by a serotonin and dopamine 
fuelled rush to which the rocket would run out of fuel and 
crash to the earth-- why shouldn’t he want to be in Bangkok? 
Why shouldn’t he want to be sodden in these mundane and 
hedonistic thrills? And yet for all his yearnings, the reality was 
that he was not there. Ever needing to ingratiate himself to 
his parents directly or indirectly, he asked, “What shall we do 
today? Grandma mentioned you like to go to Show Biz Pizza. It 
sounds like a nifty place with its hologram animal band and 
everything. I was kind of wondering if maybe you would 
accompany me there for lunch.” “Yes, I will company you,” 
said the boy. 


Chapter 40 


Sometime at the end of this one more pointless day he felt a 
cloudiness fogging over the logic of his thoughts. It became 
incrementally thicker, and suffusing throughout his brain as it 
did insidiously, it transformed into a fever. Although the fever 
seemed to simmer and macerate logic, he did not mind it all 
that much as it was not so acute, he was not so keen on logic, 
and it was apposite justification for excising the boy who, upon 
this pronouncement, was once again placed in his brother’s 
room, under his auspices. There was, he thought, a chance 
that being sick could get him out of Sunday School teaching, 
for lack of a better word, which involved making archaic story 
book tales corroborate some petty truth about contemporary 


life, or some such fabrication. Liar that he was, these 
particular lies half-way disturbed him. They seemed to him 
almost opprobrious, but not to the point in which he would 
stop rendering them if such lies facilitated endearing him to 
his parents, paving the way for better relations, or at least, so 
to speak, an expedient for keeping the wheels of the cash 
delivery vehicle moving toward him at all times, or as 
permanently as was possible in this life. If his life were more 
fortuitous, being sick might even get him out of going to any 
more church services before his final departure back to 
Bangkok, where the three hour lady, supine but dedicated to 
her children and never wishing to desert them for him, or 
divorce the provider of the family, awaited his return for the 
restoration of physical encounters that eased her emotional 
pain. Anyhow, he thought, here he was in his parent’s home in 
Seoul (not carte blanche in his apartment in Bangkok), and he 
had to make the best out of the situation. The semi-vacancy of 
the room, as nice as it was, was vacant of potential. Relieved of 
the boy, the room could not lead to bliss. This was, after all, a 
Christian family, albeit as a family it precluded virginity unless 
he and his brother had been the results of immaculate 
conceptions, which was pretty doubtful. Born of the Earth, the 
dirt was in the man, and if there was a soul in such a rapacious 
creature, it was a sullied one. 


Miserable as he was, he fell asleep briefly. For a few 
minutes, living the ideal instead of the real, he dreamed 
specificities, unrecalled upon awakening, of a world in which 
the unremarkable got their five minutes of fame, and each 
nondescript lifeform revolutionized life instead of just being 
more irrelevance that decayed like rotting trash. Then he 
woke again and could not return to sleep. For some hours, in 
his bed, he was restless and eventually became fixated on 
death and, the fever confusing his thoughts as it did, he kept 
imagining his great aunt decomposing in a coffin. If death was 
needed to move out the old and bring about the new, he 
thought, a god would not have allowed for this final stage of 
decomposition. The putative supposition was that man was 
made in God’s image instead of God being made in man’s 
image, and as such (ipso facto), when the bodies of the sons of 
men were shed they would stay intact; or better, body and soul 
both would be raptured into the respective chambers of the 


afterlife. This would seem the proper course for the sons of 
god. 


Being cremated, he thought, was better than being 
interred, mold growing on one’s skin, worms eating at the 
mold and the skin, and the symbiotic bacteria, now without 
food, having to eat the host organism. The injustice of this 
notwithstanding, he told himself that as she had not left him 
any money, perhaps this was the restitution of the universe. 

It was, at any rate, ironic that she who was not a Christian and 
would have preferred a quicker finale, should be six feet 
under, decomposing slowly in this way. It was like the great 
eventually cowing before the changes and sicknesses that 
would at last overtake them, comeliness diminishing and the 
handsome and beautiful of this world becoming eyesores, and 
the wealthy finding money to be incapable of fixing their 
elderly frames that were tattered and bent over from tempests 
internal and external. Maybe, he thought, that which was 
perceived as injustices was in fact restitution. Still, the 
conflicts and unpleasant eventualities of the world—everything 
from the asteroid hitting the Yucatan Peninsula ending the 
Jurassic era to modern entanglements-- fell onto him like 
Russian aerial bombardments, and life seemed to be without 
any foundation. It was like being on molten rocks of tectonic 
uncertainty, and all that one could do was to keep himself from 
falling off. Taking some paracetamol from the medicine 
cabinet of the bathroom, he looked at his haggard image in the 
mirror. “I don’t look like complete shit yet, but it won’t be 
much longer” he thought. 


Chapter 41 


In the morning he felt “fine” in what seemed to be a total 
restoration of health, not that in being born in perennial 
replication as cells did each minute of “life,” and even fora 
period after death, as replacement for dying cells, that even a 
new-born was fully alive. And middle aged as he was, 
replication would become insidiously more problematic, not 
that he would be all that aware of it, although drinking as he 
was wont to do, it should have dawned on him that imbibing to 
drown ennui would, in all likelihood drown the whole in an 
expeditious bout of ill health. He may have successfully 


excised the tumorous formation, “the kid,” from his life—“the 
burger” no longer breathing his germs upon him as he slept, 
but, in any case, that last turn in the linear progression of life 
was always a cul-de-sac to death. That he had to know. For his 
life to mean something large inherently, if nominal externally, 
a giving, loving presence would be needed, but for one who did 
not believe in love, emptiness abounded. This he knew as well. 
This he was as well. 


He could put a whisky medicinal into a glass of water this 
fine morning (adulterated, it would hardly be noticeable as 
odor proliferating through the room), could swing some golf 
balls into a paper cup there in the chamber of solitude—no 
need to freeze his butt off with the kid at the park, even if it 
these park-time sessions did make him look like a loving 
father, and he, a wanker, could wank himself off (having a 
bedroom unto himself all things, within limits, were possible) 
but life, being far from the ideal (only in dreams during sleep 
was the ideal possible), would soon, he knew, teeter him into 
suffering—it would happen later in the morning when he was 
to give special Bible classes to these children, these school 
vacationists in term interregnums, and feel general mental 
travail in the pews of the congregation. Toward these children 
he would sound like a preacher man when preacher man he 
was not, and deign feigned smiles, bestowing them like 
citizens in the Land of Smiles when inwardly scowling 
contemptuously at any religious congregation, and like 
average Thais who went to their temples to pray for money, so, 
in a church, his thoughts would not be of world peace but self- 
aggrandizement. He would regurgitate canard and cant, and 
all forms of spewed garbage to contemporize the purported 
sufferings of the alleged saints in the Book of Acts. He would 
give these pewed little beings this sense that Micky Mouse 
was the messiah, and they would imbibe it like drunks—so 
eager were they for adult approval, and it was all part of the 
day’s work of those who were employed as swindlers—the 
directive of St.John Locke that work was taking that which is 
in the state of nature, processing it to be of use for the refined 
tastes of man a yellowing withering scrap of old paper indeed. 


He did it (these extra hours of religious preaching, Sunday 
school on weekdays), and when it was over he was on the 
phone. Every contracting, resisting hole needed its lubricants, 


and with his mellifluous tripe he spoke to the plane lady, the 
plain lady--the boy overhearing it all, guessing in these cryptic, 
nebulous utterances, that the interlocutor whom his father was 
talking to was probably not his mother, and ergo, sensing so 
far were the ethereal and ideal from the real. This realization 
fell onto the boy like a dark, acidic fog meshing him with 
everything sodden and sullen in this mundane realm. It was a 
realm which he too was inextricably part of, and he too would 
eventually learn that deceit and mendacities protected the 
slime of these vulnerable human entities and the complexity of 
their selfish drives; he too would learn that the belief that 
there had to be love in this institution of family did not, ipso 
facto, make love, and that family was just a temporary tool of 
nature, entrapping all incompatible elements in these decades 
of childrearing/child developing, and all the psychological 
scarring it entailed. Yohan wanted simultaneously to shoo him 
away like a fly, and yet punish him severely. Although the boy, 
as he deemed it, deserved a good spanking—if, in his opinion, 
for no other reason than the grandmother doting over him too 
much-- he put his hands on the boy’s head and allowed his 
fingers to comb through his hair. The boy sensed it to be 
spurious, and recoiled from this touch. 


And soon they met. It was at a museum of abstract art, 
which he was not particularly keen on but went to nonetheless. 
As the world was a peculiar place, it would make sense that 
any attempts to truthfully depict it would be strange and 
abstract as this, he said to himself, and in that sense he 
thought that he might learn something from the experience. 
He looked onto her again and he saw no need to be so 
unctuous. Perhaps she was more intelligent than he was, and 
better educated, but she was a woman, and one this plain 
ultimately wanted to be seen with one this ornamental, and 
have babies with him that could take on some of this 
pulchritude. It was the way of the world, so he surmised. He 
stayed silent beyond asking her what she thought of particular 
prominent paintings, pretending to be intrigued with her and 
the art as she attempted to explicate in the form of these 
paintings. 


Late in the evening, he retired to his room. Solitary there, 
he imagined the three hour lady masturbating to the thought 
of him. After his eruption of ejaculate there was dormancy, 


and, with this end of hungers and a more objective 
understanding that was uncalled for, he became pensive for he 
was being subjected to imagine her thoughts. 


“The three hour lady”—even years earlier, I am told, the two of 
them called me that. It was Kittya’s nickname for me long 
before knowing me...for it, initially...when the two were 
friends eating and drinking together each month at a 
restaurant called 13 Coins...guy talk, sort of—as much as that 
was possible....To be so empty inside that to be on fire in that 
brief conflagration of sex, made longer with drugs, and with 
careful orchestrated moves and timing, one can see it as the 
only salvation....It’s pathetic—the human state is pathetic--; 
and last week salvation became more decadent, more 
decadent than even the previous week when there was that cat 
fight of Sue and myself in her apartment right above his-- 
theirs. I don’t know particularly why I did it, but I did. Maybe 
it was in how he kisses him/her to get this transexual to 
financially assist him, if not something more (there is usually 
something more), and maybe it was from their attraction as 
friends. Maybe I just wanted an extra spark in the night life— 
it was probably that. The simplest reason is usually the right 
one. Sol went into the living room and I said, Kitya, Kitya, 
calling her out of her hole. Yo Han was feigning anger the 
whole time, but he wanted the menage a trois as much as 
anyone, even if he was telling me to come back to the 
bedroom, his bedroom. Of course, determined as I was, I 
wouldn't. It had to be consummated with a third actor. Yo han 
returned to his bedroom before she came out. It did not take 
much persuasion. She was confused at first by this call to 
physical intimacy (this saying, “Kitya! Kitya!” and giving no 
reason for it—maybe she thought he had had a heart attack 
from these physical activities). Finally, I pulled him out of his 
bedroom, and he relented. At this point he was no longer 
repressing that which he really wanted, and so he conveyed to 
her what I had suggested that the two of them do, and they did 
it, allowing the two of us to have a more jealous, frantic, 
higher- orgasmic love making episode to ensue Jater. 


So I was glad when he left to Seoul, to be rid of him for a 
while to regain me. I told the nanny that I no longer needed 
her for a while and gave myself totally to them, felt less in love 
(an emptiness, a starving neediness for fulfilment rather than 


fulfilment itself), and more love for them. I felt more stable 
than I had in years of trying to free myself from him and not 
being able to do so....On the third day after he was gone I took 
the children to the movies. It was a remake of 101 
Dalmatians. Then, in one of those seats in darkness before the 
silver screen, those stomach pains began. I went into the 
toilet and miscarried in one of the stalls. No sooner had I 
flushed away the content than more blood came out of me 
running onto the toilet lid and onto the floor so I splashed 
water from the toilet bowl to clean everything. Luckily, it 
flowed nicely into a floor drain. Without evidence and with 
distance, I thought to myself it would one day be remembered 
as any inconsequential nightmare until fading away 
completely. And while it was happening to me I thought of 
Kitya. I kept thinking about how she and I were alike, and how 
I meant to tell her that she should get away from him--that he 
was only using her to pay for this apartment, that any money 
he lent to her would never be repaid. But partly from fearing 
his anger and the end of our times together, partly from 
acknowledging that as this transgender was in love with him 
too, my nonsensical feelings were no more substantive than 
hers, and having to recognize that being used for sex was 
probably worse than being used for money, I couldn’t say 
anything. When I went back into the theatre the children were 
gone. Frantic and numb, like all consciousness oozing out of 
me...I spent the last hour of the film wandering around seats 
aimlessly until there was a complaint and the ushers escorted 
me out. At the concession stand there were two women who 
were feeding them soda pop and chips. “Looking for them?” 
asked one of the women. “Yes,” I said, relieved and crying, 
thanking them copiously, profusely like my blood. They 
introduced themselves as a couple. I was envious of them, 
smiled, and looked at the curves of both women in ways I 
never had the female body before. But when I returned from 
the theatre depression avalanched over me who was wounded 
and buried alive to begin with. 


Chapter 42 


And there were always rewards for the creature-consigliere 
of quid pro quo who recommended to consciousness and the 


entirety of self the consignment of appearance for the 
procurement of substance. With the successful execution of 
his role as this weekday version of a Sunday School teacher, or 
Bible School teacher as they called it, the keys to the car came 
more readily; and as his earlier claims of wanting to see old 
friends could not be used daily without making him into a liar, 
he spoke the truth that he was meeting a woman whom he had 
met on the plane. From their expressions, he could tell that 
they did not like it, but as they said nothing, he proceeded. As 
he had nothing and could not pay for fine restaurants, (only 
non-smooching movies, faces shielded in stifling face masks), 
she paid to be adorned in his presence, and he repaid this by 
giving most of his sensual energies to securing her pleasures, 
which would secure him a steady stream of his own. As she 
slept in the hotel room, exhausted from their physical activity 
together on their second of what he considered to be real 
dates, a second time in the sheets, he smoked a cigarette while 
hitting golf balls into hotel glasses, careful to do it lightly 
enough so that he did not break the glass. Then, lying down 
next to her, resting against the pillow, he thought of this 
woman whom he had been upon. He had been able to tell 
from her explanations of paintings that based upon scant 
evidence she could argue cases of merit on a given subject 
that she knew next to nothing about, and, reflecting upon this, 
he admired her rhetorical ruses. And all that he wanted from 
her was the beauty that even the ugliest possess, a hole from 
which to expel himself for pleasure and for atheistic barbarian 
ravage on Christian dictums on adultery and chastity, which he 
despised. Yes, he was here in this love hotel to desecrate her 
temple. That he knew absolutely. And if that was vile, nature 
had made these organs of expelling waste into intimate 
physical acts of procreation and generation, which was vile in 
its own right. As nature herself was vile, he argued to himself, 
any vile uses he saw fit to make of it were an apposite match. 
To interrupt his rough ride to pleasure her to induce her to 
continue to service him was the only scripture in the Book of 
Yo Han. Then, quite against his volition, out of the silence of 
thought, percolated unexpectedly the unwarranted imaginings 
of his birdlady, his Dr. Money. 


As to whether I, Dr. Manee, would find these negative epithets 
of Birdlady or Dr. Money offensive, were I to know about them, 
I suppose I would, but the issue is rather moot, isn’t it, if I 


don’t know, not that there aren’t nonverbal exchanges, for 
even when not knowing there are certain clues that are 
registered subliminally, not that one always wants to take 
them in. Had he called me these things to my face, it probably 
wouldn’t have mattered so much. For on that first week of 
knowing him he, one day, came up those spiral staircases like 
the dawning of the sun into the teachers’ office that was as 
dark as an attic, lights that dimmed on like torches in a castle. 
He brought me doughnuts like teachers’ apples, and a CD he 
had made of Chopin favorites, and, even at my age, and 
professional distance, I couldn’t help looking forward to 
subsequent times of eating doughnuts with him, and couldn’t 
help loving him. Falling in love is a misnomer. No, each time 
it is more like being hit more fully with a wave....Yes, 
inundated and bedraggled by sewage-adulterated waves from 
Klong (canal) Saeng Saeb. At my age, and toward one of that 
age—I became obscene to myself. I had always considered 
most people emotional, instinctual, venal and selfish, and that 
there was something at least a bit nobler in my character and 
background, giving my life to the research and the attempt to 
save a species of bird called the hill mynah, fighting to get 
funding for an aviary for breeding them in captivity and then 
introducing them into the wild. He needed a job, he said, and 
so I took him in. He was not particularly adroit on the ladder 
or in taking the measurements from the cavities of nests and 
nestlings. I could see that he was to be more of a liability than 
an asset. I saw that at the beginning, but as I had hired him, I 
couldn’t fire him. And then it rained one day and I took him to 
his home. “This is my small kitchen, this is my living room, 
here is my bedroom, this is my dresser, and this is my bed” he 
Said. 


Then he thought of his first love, the ballerina, who like all 
time-wrought transmutations, had become that which she 
never meant to be (in her case, it was that of an overwrought, 
overweight pizza parlour proprietor)—all human beings 
eventually antithetical to the incipient forms they once were, 
having eroded to weathering maledictions of real life 
experiences in their own respective fashions and plights. No, 
he would not pet platitudes or eulogize euphemisms. He knew 
what he was. He was a male beast of prey, and a human beast 
at that which, with the right mental rationalizations to 
demonize and feelings of resentment and rage to ravage, could 


massacre, could cannibalize, any of its kind so wrongly, so 
easily. Although his attraction to women was viscous and 
palpable, an abhorrence of this gender whom he thought of as 
opprobrious attenuated and macerated the pulp of this 
attraction, causing misogyny to drip from his eyes at certain 
unguarded moments, as it was now, like blood, for his 
impressions of his mother had shaped the impressions of life. 


All these exalted, rarefied pretensions of precocious little 
scholar that they fed to him and thrust upon him, burying him 
into the silt of them, were mostly that of the father, but she as 
guard and guardian of the child allowed them to pass to impale 
the forlorn being. All those decades of seeking their 
approbation was such wasted effort. There was to be nothing 
that they would allow but perfect test scores, and those in 
time, little moved either of them. So, desperate, in due course, 
he began abandoning scholarship altogether for the female 
ersatz. Womanizing in lieu of scholarly flailing brought on her 
typical response of “I am so embarrassed!”—words that in 
childhood he was so terrified of becoming now so laughable. 


And of the two timing ballerina and then the cellist having 
the head of this inferior creature of a middle class family hide 
under the dashboard when driving into a neighbourhood 
where someone might notice her with him, these two 
personages of the female gender intensified the misogyny. He 
looked at the plane lady asleep on the pillow. She was so 
plain, and yet an accomplished person with a law degree. He 
felt hatred toward her on both counts, but as long as he was 
allowed to enter her tight wet aperture to slam and pulverise 
his frustrations, transforming them into pleasures without any 
complications, she had utility and expediency and was slightly 
more than a tolerable being, being the only thing in Seoul he 
looked forward to seeing. 


Chapter 43 


He watched his mother poison and asphyxiate the 
cockroaches in the downstairs bathroom—the young which she 
scraped off of the underbelly of the basin; and from the 
dustbin, she tossed them onto the pavement leading to the 


garden, to become inconspicuous specks of nature like fallen 
bits of the tree, despite the earlier pretentions of distinction 
that accumulated life, in sentience and thought, had, ina 
measured way, given them briefly. And, within the context of 
family, he deemed that he was no better than a cockroach by 
his own actions and theirs. He had been one for some time, he 
judged, albeit earlier, from their aspirations of him as the 
neophyte scholar, he allowed them to both aggrandize and 
neuter him—neutering not all that different than the ladyboy 
Kittya (almost as androgynous as she). And it was she whom 
he thought, and whom his thoughts became. 


To be transgender would mean going from one to the other, 
but it is not like that at all—at least for me. It was of a 
stagnant being, of being neither gender, not that I saw that as 
bad-- to be a person instead of a sex, which I suppose in their 
perspective made me even more a freak than what I was 
initially with long hair, makeup, nails, and women’s clothing. 
No, I never thought that he would love me, nor did I want it. 
We met when taking an English language class at British 
Council, became chums, and for seven years met one time 
each week, more or less, in rainy season and in drought 
(whatever the inclement weather—so great was the need to 
exchange perspectives, to live vicariously to live fully). We 
would meet at restaurants--13 Coins, sometimes Taste of India, 
until we didn't. 


And when he stopped coming, stopped answering my 
telephone calls too, I would go and sit in one of those 
restaurants alone, and then the next week go and sit in the 
other one all alone, not expecting him but wanting him to show 
up nonetheless, sentiment making me hollow and resonating 
like a drum. But friendship there—friendship that had been of 
two people disclosing themselves and each growing from 
perceiving life the way the other saw it, or revealed it-- was 
not in those vacuous rooms, specific tables or menus. So, 
ashamed of feeling pathetic to myself, I stopped returning to 
what once was. No sooner had I come to terms with a five 
year friendship ending precipitously than he appeared once 
again, seating himself in my barber shop chair, me clipping 
him, asking of his three hour lady, quipping that he would be 
lost without his roll-in-the-hay. He laughed. He said that he 
thought of me often, that he needed me to help encourage him 


with his studies, that he would never get through them without 
that encouragement, and that we should move in together. He 
needed someone in his life, he said, who would push him 
forward, and wondered if we could move into an apartment 
together—I think that is the way that he phrased it. I said no. 
And so the issue remained in abeyance for several months. 
Then he stated the threat...the ultimatum...He would soon be 
too busy to see me; however, if we were living together, then 
we would see plenty of each other every day. Traps can be 
sensed, and yet for such an individual, who is perceived as a 
freak, this sense that there is at least one person out there 
who is not avoiding her, and is even hunting down her 
succulent meat, it can seem titillating and inviting—this sense 
of being worthy of being caught. And there I was without the 
ability to say no, pulled into that which I knew would be 
harmful to me, but unable to do anything about it. And then, 
there we were in the two bedroom apartment, lost. 


He did not have rent money, or just said that he did not 
have rent money, and I wanted to help. And then he kissed me 
on the lips. This was my reward for doing the right thing, so 
the wetness and the man’s breath said to me tacitly. So the 
inducement, much not from him but from my own mind, went. 
The lips were becoming his payment of rent money, and 
several months later I saw that we were living directly under 
“Sister Sue’s” apartment, saw that I was vulnerable to him 
every month. What was meant to be one time was fast 
becoming something different--kissing me on the lips usually, 
but not always, in conjunction with a paid utility bill so that it 
did not look so conspicuous, or so that he had a bit of self- 
esteem. Then one week she rang the doorbell while he was 
out, and when I opened the door I found her there like a wilted 
plant. She just sobbed and somewhere into the sobbing 
pointed upward and I went with her to Sue’s apartment. When 
I interfered in the cat fight of these two women, Sue threw me 
down, and I ceased caring and got the hell out. 


A few weeks later, one evening, she came out of his 
bedroom and into the kitchen, calling, Kittya! Kittya!, waking 
me up. I thought it was an emergency--maybe he had a heart 
attack from all of this activity...maybe he had hit her. I didn’t 
know; but the summons was merely because she wanted to see 
me with him, stimulating him, simulating intimacy. Knowing I 


shouldn't do it, I did it eagerly anyway, willingly accepting the 
probability of the imminent demise of friendship for a brief 
sexual encounter. The second encounter was no different than 
the first except that I was asked to leave earlier than before. 
It was like being used as jumper cables for their dead battery 
—cables which after the start are thrown back into the trunk. 
I became jealous and resentful, compounded all the worse 
when, several days later, he tried to send a message to her 
which inadvertently went to me. He told her that I was a 
freak. I sent an SMS that I knew what he said of me and he 
stopped coming home. So one of those nights when he had not 
returned, I went into his room. I sniffed his underwear that 
was in a laundry basket and looked through the books on his 
Shelf. I was like this when he entered before I had time to put 
his underwear back into the basket. Furious at each other, we, 
through our invective, brought forth charges and 
recriminations; and when the fighting moved to the living 
room I kept walking around him, encircling his chair with my 
movements as he drank his whiskey, pointing at him and 
telling him to reimburse me for his share of the earlier rent 
payments. This went on for a considerable time. Exhausted, I 
went to my bedroom only to wake up with him brandishing a 
golf club over my head. Had I said anything, I know he would 
have killed me. So the next morning I began moving all of my 
things into the hall. But then I moved them back. 


God knows every hair on your head, so the Bible says, and 
what about every pubic hair, he thought? No, for every 
attempt of spraying with insecticide several would escape. 

The same was true of Europeans in the Black Death of plague 
in which a significant minority survived. And for all the 
varieties of immunization (attenuated, inactive, vector, and the 
much touted M-RNA that tried to induce white blood cells to 
take on physical traits of a given virus so that memory cells 
would recall and produce aptly tailored antibodies as a 
response in a future threat, there would be a few that would 
elude all defences; thus a species, irrespective of its merits, 
was the only importance in nature, not the individual. If a man 
were debilitated, decapitated, eliminated, eviscerated, or 
eradicated, it might be the news of the day to a small group, 
but it was of no consequence in the scheme of things. 


Chapter 44 


There was just this repetition of days—tethered to a chair 
for these three diurnal meals amongst people who had nothing 
in common but genetic propinquity (the father a primary 
school teacher, the mother a former nurse, so former that he 
did not know anytime in which she was not a housewife, and 
was not sitting catatonic in front of daytime television 
melodramas throughout much of the day, the brother a high 
school dropout who helped one uncle in his liquor store 
(actually it was owned by the other one with business savvy 
but in an act of mercy given to his younger brother to give him 
something to do—if he, the eldest, were to get his degree at 
Assumption University, finally, the plan—the idea of being a 
scholar and professor at Yonsei University no longer it the 
cards-- was that he could work at the older uncle’s brokerage 
firm (certainly a step up from the liquor store), and himself at 
that that table. But what was he? He did not know--pariah 
and swindler he supposed. Every morning he was tired, as he 
slept little with the child now recovered from his illness and 
spending evenings wrapping around him like an octopus, 
although scrutinizing him severely with those eyes during the 
daytime—what other pussy was there but mommy’s he, 
taciturn, seemed to be saying tacitly. Early mornings like now, 
were replete with those chocolate pancakes that the boy cut 
up into little pieces and curled up with a fork--the color and 
the cylindrical shape looking like those turds that he never 
fully flushed down the toilet. There was always small talk of 
what liquor shipments his brother would need to stock, some 
contest or pageant that his father needed to prepare his 
students for, or kids whom he would have to give those after 
school study hall punishments to, and the tricks that his son, 
the kid-octopus, did—grandma no hands, or something to that 
effect; and, to him, it was all insufferable. But one had to 
butter his toast, or slurp from the bowl of his kimchi-jigae with 
a feigned smile, as congeniality in such groups was sacrosanct. 
Dissonance there was. but it had to be repressed while the 
congealing force of resurrecting the spectres of antiquated 
Biblical characters (characters that never were whom one had 


to pretend as having an influence on the here and now 
nonetheless) glued these incompatibles together. Yes, these 
two brothers knew that Bible inside and out, and the lamented 
motif was always that it had been such a shame that the 
youngest had not gotten a high school diploma that would 
have allowed him to go on to Bible College and become a 
preacher. The presumption was that, always having attention 
deficit as far as his studies were concerned (not his women— 
the youngest leading the oldest in that capacity, albeit much 
more surreptitiously—only ostensibly looking the part of 
hermit and monk), that there was nothing calculated in any of 
it (the attention deficit part of his nature), although the truth 
was that the youngest was wiser, and did not want the title of 
young scholar to be his chokehold. Family reunions when one 
can never go back home again, he thought, were an act of 
futility like a grown man trying to slip into a boy’s pyjamas-- 
energy and words vented to the empty ethereal 


The loss of his great aunt was still palpable. The tremors of 
this tenuous ever-changing world were hard enough for even 
the bravest and most poised of men. Loss of a loved one made 
the inner child break free of its sarcophagus, and within 
consciousness crumble like a mummy to dust. There were 
times he did not want to get up in the mornings. He just 
wanted to rot there, but no, not in the grasp of an octopus. 
They were all dumb to him—ignorant of his vices and his 
virtues, never seeing him the way that he was, or seeing but 
not registering it consciously. His mother was astute enough 
in some ways. She might well suspect him of multiple trysts. 
Why would a natural scientist hire him who had no experience 
in such things, she once asked him, and then asked her. 


Oh, I wondered, alright...wonder about it still. Yes, Sister Sue 
finds this bird job for the birdlady most peculiar, most 
mystifying. Why would she hire him? Even his mother is 
baffled by it. One time when he was in my apartment, most 
incestuously, his mother called telling me that she could not 
reach him and wondered if I knew where he was. No, I am not 
sure—maybe the library, I said, or possibly at work. Work, she 
asked. Why would a science researcher hire him? I think she 
sensed something. I sensed it more. And, most nauseatingly, 
there he was often kissing this transsexual lady on the lips to 
get his rent taken care of so that he could be near me, but I 


said nothing. I only wanted him to be near, even if he had to 
kiss a transsexual to do it, and even if several nights each 
week he screwed the three hour lady. God, he is fucked up. 
More than me really, but he doesn’t need me. Not really. I 
melt like butter near him, and evaporate totally without him. 


Chapter 45. 


That morning at the breakfast table—he wasn’t sure what 
day it was as they were becoming ever more the same—he felt 
numb, slightly disconcerted, and doubly diminutive, sitting 
next to his little burger, yearning to be his age once again, 
believing that family was all good, and that it was his 
truculence and obstinacy, alone, that caused him to not 
appreciate it fully. For a while, in this wistful yearning for that 
which once was—or more accurately, an idealistic hopefulness 
toward that which wasn’t, there was a corollary in which he 
felt callow and innocent, and free of adult cynicism, but the 
structuring of himself as a child again did not last long. It fell 
like a house of cards, and, seeming childish, clumsy, and 
foolish to himself as now did, as though he were sitting in a 
rubble of his own making, he returned to the steadier and 
more sturdy man whom he now was, albeit a man who was far 
from intrepid, and whose demeanour in that sense was 
childish. He knew that he was a venal sort like a kid in a 
candy store. He knew that he was perpetually worried about 
losing his 30,000 baht a month study allowance, and so much 
so that he could not even do such an innocuous act as to 
remove those wet clammy hands of his son, the octopus, that 
had held onto him tightly throughout the night. He had to be 
the perfect parent, he thought, for the son could always tell on 
him, and then he would be in a very bad state indeed, having 
gotten no inheritance at all from the great aunt which could 
have given him sovereignty of himself. 


“Its chocolate pancakes for breakfast,” his mother said to 
him. 


“Yes, of course it is, he said, his favourite.” He smiled 
disingenuously, but as he made sure that it looked fresh and 
uncontrived, it did not matter. 


“Aren’t you feeling well?” 


“Not particularly. I didn’t sleep so well last night. But Iam 
okay, really” 


“Getting used to your bed companion once again,” said the 
brother. “Here. Let me get you some.” He poured him a cup 
of coffee. 


I bet you didn’t sleep well with him when he was in your 
room either. Every morning after a restless night with him, 
you probably had to have refills in your coffee mug too, didn’t 
you, he thought, but he could not say it, as benign of a 
statement as it was. For he was always reticent to say most 
things around them, except for lies that flowed out of him 
naturally. Trapped in his contrived and disingenuous 
utterances, he was disgusted by his lack of integrity, and 
always seeking rapture from the negativity of life experiences 
and this venal nature that out of fear of repercussions acted 
the roles that could give him his prize money like any hooker 
faking orgasms. 


“A father loses a lot of sleep because of his sons,” said his 
father. “You won't be the first. You’ll worry about them, you'll 
plan some structure for their lives, but they will never follow 
it. It will never turn out the way you plan. It is always like 
this. You think it won’t happen to you but it does.” 


“Yes, father,” said Yo Han, as he put the headphones to his 
smart phone in his ears. He began listening to the news about 
the Russian occupation and missile bombardment of Ukraine. 
Yes, father, he imagined himself saying to him as, within that 
daydream, he strangled the man. No, it would be unjust to 
strangle him alone, the thought. For behind every “good” man 
there was an even better devil of a woman, so to be fair, 
strangulation ought to take in them both. 


“Here are some more pancakes, my little scholar. These 
are made of buckwheat and oats, which are good for you, and 
will give you energy for your studies and all that running 
around that you do,” she said to the boy. 


“IT want chocolate pancakes.” 


“They are, Pumpkin?” 
“They are pumpkin?” 
“No, you are Pumpkin.” 


Hearing this, Yo han wanted to strangle her doubly. But 
he knew that any double strangulation had occurred already. 
It had been their force on him—an impact that had killed the 
person and had made an evil spectre of him. Now he was not 
only a misogynist but a misanthropist as well; and as such, he 
yearned to be befriended by a world absent of everything, and 
to be peopled in emptiness alone. Yes, if he could sitina 
parking lot amidst empty space, this was the only happiness to 
be afforded such a man. 


Chapter 46 


The art of any gentleman was to become the perfect lover 
with encounters that were done in such a way as to relax and 
ease the tensions built up in the female form, which were of 
course done so that she, the woman, would continue allowing 
him to make his holes-in-one, his cum coming back toward his 
body by oozing out of one or another of her apertures like golf 
balls jumping respectively out of these pits all by themselves. 
After a quick copulation with the legal scholar, a physicality at 
least ostensibly, without all the messy emotional quasi- 
intellectual intimacy that composed the time of so many 
relationships (she needing to get back to her research, and 
providing him with the ideal situation the way he, the man, 
liked it best), he thought to himself that although this had 
proven to be a good match after all, he wouldn’t mind if 
somewhere into the week she ended the relationship 
completely. Indeed, he would prefer it that way. Most 
relationships—all, for him, apart from the three hour lady-- 
were like hit deer that inadvertently got their antlers, or, in 
the case of the female, entire heads, caught onto a fender and 
found themselves linked to a truck, dragged about until finally 
falling off. Most relationships were indignities suffered, most 
intolerably, by both parties. 


The encounter over, he was back home again. Everything 
was boringly, and with the progression of time, painfully 
uneventful until the phone rang and the real travail began. 
Based upon what he could overhear in his bedroom (now once 
again more the octopus’s bedroom), his mother was talking 
with his wife. He heard her say, “I am sure that he will be 
happy to, and I agree that they have been here, together, a bit 
too long. Yes. Yes. I know. Of course getting the father and 
son to spend time together was so important, and we were all 
right that limiting your calls would be helpful to that effect, 
but they don’t have to do it here anymore. It is time that they 
were with you, especially with the big day coming up. Oh, 
really. Well, what do you know? I am sure your mother is 
happy about that. Yes. Huh? What do they do together? I 
don’t know really. I think he swings the boy in the park when 
he isn’t putting balls there. They sleep together. If you peek 
in it is so cute. He snuggles around his father. What else? He 
goes to his father’s Bible study class. Oh, I don’t think so. No 
need of that. No need to wake either one of them. I will tell 
them that you called. Yes, I will tell them both in the morning 
when they get up. We will just see that they arrive to you safe 
and sound on Friday evening. How does that sound to you? 
Good. Sure, I will talk to you later. Goodbye.” And when he 
had successfully disentangled himself from the boy he poked 
his head out of the door, and incrementally, almost tepidly, 
emerged into the hall. There the ugly scenario was conveyed 
to him more fully. “Yes mother,” he said. “As you like it.” 


Then he returned to the room; and after many hours there 
he finally fell asleep. He dreamed that he had joined the 
military to escape his wife’s stinking panties, that Little Burger 
or octopus had transformed into a wild tiger, and that he and 
his alter ego, both uniformed soldiers, were up on the boughs 
of a tree, tying themselves to branches to secure themselves 
when falling asleep so that they did not slip off and into the 
jowls of the tiger, the jowls of death. Even the figures of the 
dream found the dream preposterous. It was too surreal and 
too implausible, and a conversation ensued about why this 
black cat was not able to race up the tree and make viands of 
both men immediately. There were no definitive conclusions or 
even viable theories. But as time went by with no movement 
from the tiger, they accepted it as fact, urinated upon the cat 
to keep it from coming so close to the tree, and then the tiger 


began to have less bearing on their lives. The two on their 
different boughs began to exchange naked photographic 
images of their respective girlfriends by exchanging 
telephones. “Your ballerina is a nice and fine one. I wish the 
legs were splayed so I could look in.” “The next time I am with 
her, I will take such a shot and pass it on to you.” “Yeah, 
thanks. Get the phone right up into her crotch, will you?” 
“Sure. Anything for a bud. Yours is homely but don’t worry 
about that any. The homely ones are the grateful ones, and in 
that gratitude they will be eager to learn a lot of new tricks 
and do those tricks to make you happy. Yes, they want to 
make a man happy, so I favour the homely ones really. They 
can be contortionists of the best calibre” “Does this pretty one 
give good head?” “She does, but she doesn’t stop with me, the 
two timing bitch.” “Oh really? Well, just impale her harder 
with your cock. Hard enough, and she will be aching for days. 
Then she will be fully under your control.” “Maybe so. Maybe 
I will do it that way. A woman is a strange cat” “She is 
indeed.” 


Bleary-eyed and groggy from another restless night with 
the Little Burger, tentacles still octopussing around him, 
Yohan felt some sense of relief when the sun began to rise, and 
the outline of bedstand, window sill, and other mundane 
patterns materialized like reliefs from the black and nebulous 
haze. But the positivity was low level and did not last long. 
Had he gotten a good night’s sleep it might have taken away 
any sense of failure that, in his self-assessments, accumulated 
throughout the day. It would have allowed him to go through 
and come from a subconscious state lasting nearly as long as 
the conscious state in which, for a long while, he was amidst 
forms less bound to plausibility, logic, ambition, and 
substance, making the essence of conscious reality as well as 
standing in the ranks of men seem more questionable than 
before. But to him was granted these nights of the octopus; 
and in these restless nights discombobulated hybrids arose 
that had been denied dream and solid states. Not allowed to 
become dreams or reality, they were a conflation of both. 


Chapter 47 


I love you, she says effusively as lips and tongues pull back 
briefly, and as bound molecules dash out of the hastily peeled 
garments caked in sodden being that are now under us... as 
though there is an us...enough even now in mostly bare skin to 
permeate senses and logic obliquely.... who wouldn’t say love 
in such inebriation?...we are all chemical exchanges, atoms 
hitting each other and becoming molecules for a time so where 
is there volition?....hungers itching like a scrotum needing to 
be scratched (when would it end---no never to end, never to be 
satiated as it would be the cessation of being itself...cessation 
of the species...all species, large and small, as multi-celled 
organisms programmed with this yearning to breed and this 
orgasmic positive reinforcement right along with Pavlov’s 
dog)...don’t kid yourself, kid, into thinking that there is 
intimacy in this conflagration, this sex, this copulation, this 
mode of impaling, eviscerating, and consuming-- this mode of 
devouring, and incinerating you.... (Montaigne’s essay On 
Friendship suggesting that as the two make each other sexual 
objects, a friendship cannot exist between a man and a 
woman)...Perennial is this selfish charity of love- making for 
the sake of the species...are there actually birthmarks down 
there ?...I hadn’t noticed that before on this homely 
creature...must my tongue go down there?...I have gotten used 
to it over the years, developed a taste for it over the years... 
skin, form, pleasant to touch, pleasant to ravage...what 
happened to the boy who was thrilled in the wafting wind 
carrying molecules of sun burnt leaves and asphalt to his 
nostrils, the boy who made friends with the wind, the sun and 
shadow...I love you right back, you fucking bitch. 


Oh yes, turn over on your front, honey, so I can pound on 
you in new directions...no, I don’t have to apologize... 
aggression being indispensable for the inception of life, and 
the creation of my son...Russians are now pounding the rubble 
of the steel plant in Mariupol with a new line of fire, and the 
coronavirus, newly mutated and preparing a new round of 
sieging host cells, will convert them into a factory for self- 
replication....I would bite off your earlobe with naked tongue 
(boy always needing one more stunt to find out further what he 
is made of, and the boy always in the man) ...if that pleasure 
would not retard the possibility of more, I would bite off that 
ear for sure...yes, sexual energy merely sublimated savagery 


for society's continuum...the energy it runs on...ejaculation 
coupled with a moment of hibernation or estivation of partial 
satiety not to last long as the woman always besieges the man 
with questions on what the act meant, were they a they...with 
unions brief and for reciprocal benefit, there really are no 
theys. 


Where we are going in this relationship, the lady will ask 
when the assault upon her has ended...to hell my lady, to hell 
which you mistakenly believe to be the marriage altar. I love 
you, she moans again. The inexorable besieging continues but 
it matters little as she creates her own romantic answers to 
the man’s siege upon her, yes upon her and pounding her with 
his missile strikes. There is nothing extraordinary in this act. 
There is nothing extraordinary in war. Having nothing but this 
planet for a limited time one seeks to acquire and reign to defy 
impermanence. The desire for you will fall precipitously in a 
matter of minutes. But you think otherwise because you are a 
woman, and a woman does the way a woman does. There is no 
changing of programs. Only the retarded or mad alter 
programming significantly. It’s over. As predicted, what did it 
mean, where are we going? comes out of her mouth. Content 
with her own answers to her own questions she sleeps. Sleep 
ugly princess while I, naked man, swing the golf club hitting 
the ball into a glass without breaking it--break in the glass 
causes a break in the slumber of the lawlady before she 
lurches off to do her research....a breakage of the glass would 
end my low handicap... Don’t you know I am married, you 
fucking fool? Have you not researched this issue lawlady...it 
would be easy to do...or just asking me if I am married...I 
might actually tell the truth, obfuscate it as Iam wont to do... 
but you don’t ask—much better to ask and answer your own 
questions and to make the relationship the ideal you need to 
make it into... Does a ringless hand mean I am not married...I 
am as much married to you as Iam to her by my own 
assessment, for what that’s worth. 


The lawlady (anything to ejaculate into when exiled native 
son is abroad)... the birdlady (every guy needs money, every 
bird needs a tree cavity)...the translady (friend to leverage for 
rent and money with a mere kiss—one can kiss anything if the 
eyelids are sealed tightly enough), the sistersuelady (one 
needs to be a big brother, to feel morally clean, albeit with 


incestuous binges), the threehourlady (the pleasure of 
wanton acrobatics nonstop for several hours), soon the 
sonbearingwifelady (suffocation, entrapment in the hole, 
confined in the womb once again)...the man programmed and 
prodded to fuck, and can’t do otherwise, but it all becomes so 
complicated. Tethered and twisted up one becomes in all of 
these lies of his making—which woman was on which floor... 
the witches...this electrical surge that makes the arm erect as 
a phallus (the power, the prowess in the puissant muscles of 
an arm ready to strike the head of the ugly duckling as she 
slumbers away...golf club brandished above her...how many 
strikes against the head to make blood hit the ceiling of the 
hotel room....Russians pulverizing Ukraine, Burmese military 
of their own people, everywhere the same... one individual, 
one species so irrelevant...the victims of motherland 
Russia..the victims of fatherland Russia...children of tyrants 
everywhere. 


His hands began to tremble and weaken. He lowered the 
golf club flaccidly, virile energy dissipated. Still asleep, she 
did not see what he was about to do. Had she awakened a few 
seconds earlier, would he have struck? He did not know. He 
went to the other side of the hotel room and sat down ina 
chair, put his handsome head into his cupped hands, and wept. 


